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SIXTH BOOK 


Now you see Franz Biberkopf neither boozing nor 
hiding away. You see him laughing now: we must 
make the best of things each day. He’s in a rage 
because they had coerced him, they'll never coerce 
him again, not even the strongest of men. He 
clenches his fist in the face of this sinister power 
of woe, something’s against him without a doubt, 
tho’ he can’t quite make it out, but it’s bound to 
come about, he must suffer the hammer’s blow. 


Tuere is no reason to despair. As I continue telling this 
story on to its hard, cruel and bitter end, I shall quite 
often use these words: there is no reason to despair; for 
the man whose life I am reporting is, to be sure, no ordi- 
nary man; he is an ordinary man only in the sense that 
we can clearly understand him and sometimes say: step 
by step, we might have gone the same way, experienced 
the very things he experienced. I have promised, unusual 
though it be, not to keep quiet about this story. 

It is the ghastly truth, this thing I have reported, how 
Franz Biberkopf left his home suspecting nothing, par- 
ticipated against his will in a burglary, and was thrown 
in front of an auto. He is lying beneath the wheels: he 
had doubtless made the most honest efforts to go his 
orderly, decent, and legitimate way. But isn’t this enough 
to justify despair, what sense can we find in this im- 
pudent, loathsome, miserable nonsense, what lying sense — 
can be injected into it so as to construct therewith per- 
haps some sort of destiny for Franz Biberkopf? 

I say: there is no reason to despair. I know something, 
perhaps many others who read this already discern some- 
thing. A slow revelation is here in progress, you will 
experience it as Franz experienced it, and then everything 
will become clear. 
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Ill-gotten Gain thrives 


Since Reinhold was in such fine form, he just went on 
with it. He didn’t come home till Monday noon. Let us, 
dear brothers and sisters, cast a veil of brotherly love, ten 
yards square, over the intervening time. Over the pre- 
ceding time we could not do it, much to our regret. Suffice 
it to establish the fact that after the sun had punctually 
risen on Monday morning and after there had gradually 
started the well-known rumble-bumble of Berlin—at ex- 
actly one hour after noon, in other words at 1 p.m. 
sharp, Reinhold kicked Trude, who was overdue, seden- 
tary, and did not want to leave, out of his room. Oh, how 
I love the week-end, darling, truly, rooly, roo, when the 
he-goat’s after the nanny-goat, darling, truly, rooly, roo. 
Another story-teller would probably have thought now 
of inflicting some punishment on Reinhold, but I can’t 
help it, it didn’t happen. Reinhold was in a gay mood, 
and, to magnify his gayety, for the purpose of his in- 
creasing gayety, he kicked Trude, who was of a seden- 
tary nature and did not want to leave, out of his room. 
As a matter of fact, he himself did not want to do it; but 
the deed occurred somewhat automatically, principally 
with the participation of his middle-brain; for he was 
strongly alcoholized. Thus even fate helped our man. 
The alcoholic saturation is one of the things we have left 
to the night before; we need only, in order to get along 
with the story, quickly collect a few loose ends. Reinhold, 
the weakling, who seemed ridiculous to Franz, and who 
could never say a hard or energetic word to a woman, 
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managed, at I p. m., to give Trude a frightful beating, 
to tear her hair out and break a mirror over her head, 
he could do everything; and what’s more, when she 
yelled, he beat up her mouth into such a bleeding pulp 
that it was hugely swollen when she went to show it to the 
doctor in the evening. The girl lost all her beauty within 
a few hours, and all this as a consequence of these en- 
ergetic measures on the part of Reinhold, whom she 
wished, therefore, to have arrested. For the moment, 
however, she had to put some salve on her lips and close 
her trap. All this, as I said, Reinhold was able to do be- 
cause a couple of glasses of booze had narcotized his fore- 
brain, whereupon his middle-brain got a free hand—it 
was on the whole more efficient, anyway. 

When, late that afternoon, he was, to be sure, all in, 
though still himself, he discovered perplexedly a few 
welcome changes in his home. Trude, apparently, was 
gone. That is, completely gone. For her bag also was 
gone. Furthermore, the mirror was smashed, and some- 
body had vulgarly been spitting on the floor—and it was 
blood, at that. Reinhold inspected the wreckage around 
him. His own mouth was intact, so it must have been» 
Trude who had spat and he had smashed up her beezer. 
This put him in such high spirits and self-esteem that he 
laughed aloud. He picked up what remained of the 
mirror and looked at himself: Well, Reinhold, so it’s 
you who did this. I never would have thought it pos- 
sible. Reinhold, m’boy, Reinhold, m’boy! He certainly 
was glad. He patted his cheeks. 

He reflected: Maybe somebody else had kicked her 
out? Maybe it was Franz? The events of last evening 
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and the night weren’t entirely clear to him as yet. Suspi- 
ciously he fetched his landlady, the old procuress, and 
tried to sound her out: “There was a big row in my place 
today, wasn’t there?” It got that woman started off. He 
had done the right thing by Trude, she was a lazy pig, 
that one, she didn’t even wanta iron her own petticoat. 
What, she wears petticoats; well, he never could stand 
for that, no, sir. So it had been he, himself. How happy 
Reinhold was now! And then he remembered everything 
about the evening and the night. Pulled a fine job, lots of 
dough, got fat Franz Biberkopf into trouble, and let’s 
hope they ran over him and killed him, and now Trude’s 
gone. Boy, we certainly got a lotta credit coming to us! 

What am I going to do now? First P’ll doll myself up 
for the evening. Let ’em come and talk about booze now. 
I didn’t want to go at it, and didn’t want to start and all 
that gab. It saves a man’s strength all right, just look 
what I accomplished. 

While he is changing his suit, a man arrives, sent by 
Pums. He whispers and talks in undertones and puts on 
big airs, hopping from one leg to the other; Reinhold is 
to come over to the café right away. But it’s a good hour 
before Reinhold goes marching down. Today he’s hot- 
footing it after the dames. Pums can beat his drums alone 
today. Over there in the café they’re all scared stiff, Rein- 
hold’s got them in a nice mess about Biberkopf. If he 
isn’t dead, he’ll squeal on all of us. And if he’s dead, 
man, oh man, then what, that’ll settle our hash. They 
make inquiries about him at his ee and hear this and 
that and the other thing. 

But Reinhold i is happy and fortune is with him. They 
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can’t do a thing with him. This is his happiest day since 
he can remember. He now has booze and can get as many 
janes as he wants, and chase them when he’s through. He 
can lose them all, that’s the latest and greatest stunt of 
all. He would like to start off on a bust right away, but 
the fellows with Pums don’t let him go till he has prom- 
ised to stay with them in Weissensee two or three days 
and keep under cover. They have got to see what’s hap- 
pened to Franz and what might come out of it. And so 
Reinhold makes a promise. 

The same night he forgot all about it and scooted off. 
But nothing happened to him. The others hang around 
Weissensee in the camp and are terribly afraid. The next 
day they secretly come back to get him, but he’s got to go 
to see a certain Karla whom he discovered yesterday. 

And Reinhold is right. Nobody hears anything about 
Biberkopf. They don’t see or hear anything about him. 
The man has completely vanished from the earth. All 
right with us. So they all trot back in high spirits and 
take up their old quarters again. 

But that certain Karla is smoking in Reinhold’s room, 
a straw blonde, she is, and she has brought three big - 
bottles of booze along. He sips at it now and then, but she 
takes much more, sometimes in big gulps. He thinks to 
himself: Go ahead and drink. Dll drink first, when my 
time comes, and then it’s good-bye for you. 


Some of my readers are worried about Cilly. What’s 
to become of the poor girl now Franz isn’t there, when 
Franz isn’t alive, is dead, and simply isn’t there? Oh, 
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she’ll manage somehow, don’t you worry, needn’t get 
yourself worked up about her, that kind always falls on 
her feet. Cilly, you see, still has enough money for two 
days, and on Tuesday, just as I thought, she gets hold of 
Reinhold, who is tripping along on lover’s feet, the finest 
dude in Berlin Center, with a real silk shirt. And Cilly is 
perplexed and doesn’t understand, when she sees him, 
whether she’s falling in love with the fellow all over 
again, or whether she wants to have it out with him, once 
and for all. 

She carries, as Schiller might have said, a dagger in 
her garment. It is, to be sure, only a kitchen knife, but 
she wants to hand Reinhold one for his low tricks and 
doesn’t care where the blow lands. She is standing with 
him in front of the house-door, while he chatters on in a 
friendly mood, two red, red roses and an ice-cold kiss. 
And she thinks: Go ahead and bray as long as you want 
to, afterwards Pl slash away. But where? That gets her 
all mixed up now. Why, you can’t cut through fine stuff 
like that, the man’s got such a nice get-up, and it fits him 
great, too. She says, as she trots along beside him in the 
street, that he must have got her Franz away from her. 
Why’s that? Franz doesn’t come home, he hasn’t been 
home up to today, and nothing ever happens to him, 
and anyway, Trude has left Reinhold. Thats it, sure as 
she’s alive, and he can’t say anything. Franz is gone away 
with Trude, Reinhold talked him into taking her off his 
hands, and now that’s the last straw. 

Reinhold is astonished how she got to know all that so 
quickly. Well, she’s just been upstairs, and his landlady 
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told her about that row with Trude. You crook, bawls 
Cilly, and here she would like to get herself courage for 
the kitchen knife, you’ve already got yourself a new one, 
anybody can see that all right. 

Reinhold notices, at a distance of ten yards that: 1, 
she has no money; 2, she is furious with Franz; and 3, 
she’s in love with yours truly, the handsome Reinhold. 
In this get-up all the dames love him, especially if it’s 
a repetition, a reprise, as they say. Whereupon as regards 
point 1, he gives her ten marks. Point 2, he calls Franz 
Biberkopf all kinds of names. Wonder where that bozo’s 
hanging out, as a matter of fact, he’d like to know him- 
self. (Remorse, where is remorse now, Orestes and 
Clytemnestra, Reinhold doesn’t know any of these fine 
folk, not even by name, but he simply, heartily, and sin- 
cerely would like to. Franz is dead as a doornail, and not 
to be found.) But neither does Cilly know where Franz 
is, and that is proof, argues Reinhold, deeply moved, 
that the man is a goner. And then, says Reinhold, to 
point 3, in a friendly way, regarding love, in case of a 
come-back: Just now Pm busy, yep, but you might call in 
again around May. You must be batty, she curses him, 
and doesn’t want to believe it, for sheer joy. Everything’s 
possible with me, he beams, says good-bye, and walks off. 
Reinhold, oh my Reinhold, yow’re my cavalier so true, 
Reinhold, oh my Reinhold, I love only you. 

In front of every café he thanks his Creator that booze 
exists. Suppose now all the saloons should close up or 
that Germany should go dry, what would I do? Well, a 
fellow’d have to lay in a stock in time at home. We'll do 
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that right away. I’m a clever lad, he thinks, as he stands 
in the store and buys various brands, he knows he has his 
forebrain and, when necessary, his middle-brain. 

Thus ended, anyhow, for the time being, Reinhold’s 
Sunday-to-Monday night. And if you ask again whether 
there is any justice in the world, you'll have to be satis- 
fied with the reply: Not for the time being; at any rate, 
not till next Friday. 


/ Sunday Night, Monday, April 9th 


Tue big private car into which Franz Biberkopf is put— 
he’s unconscious and has been given camphor and scopo- 
lamine—has been racing ahead for two hours. Now we 
are in Magdeburg. He is unloaded near a church; the 
two men ring the alarm-bell at the hospital. That night 
Franz is operated on. His right arm is sawn off at the 
shoulder joint, parts of the shoulder bones are re- 
assembled, the bruises on his chest and right upper thigh 
are unimportant, as far as one can say for the present. 
Internal injuries are not impossible, perhaps a small rup- 
ture of the liver, but it can’t be very serious. We have 
to wait. Did he lose much blood? Where did you find 
him? On the x-y road, that’s where his motorcycle was, 
they must have collided with him from behind. You 
didn’t see the auto? No. When we found him, he was ly- 
ing there, we separated at z, he drove to the left. Get 
you, it was quite dark. Yes, that’s how it happened. Are 
the gentlemen going to stay here? Yes, for a few days; 
he’s my brother-in-law, his wife will arrive today or to- 
morrow. We have taken rooms across the street if you 
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need us. In front of the door of the operating-room one 
of the two gentlemen talks again with the people at the 
hospital: It’s a terrible thing, but we shall greatly appreci- 
ate, on your part, at any rate, if there would be no report 
about the affair. Well, wait till he comes to, we’ll see 
what he himself thinks about it. He’s no friend of court- 
proceedings. He himself once ran into someone, his 
nerves. As you like. First we’ll have to see him through. 

At eleven there is a change of bandages. It is Monday 
morning—the authors of the accident are fighting and 
bawling at this hour, including Reinhold, merrily tight 
and dead drunk, in the company of their fence in Weissen- 
see—Franz is quite awake, lying in a fine bed, in a fine 
room, his chest seems tight and he feels terribly packed 
in, he asks the nurse where he is. She repeats what she 
had heard from the night-service and picked up during 
the previous conversation. He is awake. Understands 
everything, touches his right shoulder. The nurse takes 
his hand away: he must lie quiet. Blood had run down 
his sleeve into the street mud, he had felt it. Then there 
had been people around him and then something had 
happened inside him. What had happened at that mo- 
ment inside Franz? He had made a decision. He had 
trembled before Reinhold’s iron blows on his arm in the 
hall of the Biilowplatz, the ground had trembled ee 
him, Franz understood nothing. : 

When the auto took him away, the ground was still 
trembling; Franz did not want to notice it, but that’s 
how it was all the same. 

Then, while he was lying in the mud, a difference of 
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five minutes, something moved in him. Something tore 
its way out, broke through him, and rang, rang, Franz 
is turned to stone, he feels, I am being run over, he is 
cool and collected. Franz observes: I am going to the 
dogs—and he starts to give commands. Maybe I’ll go to 
smash, what’s the odds, I won’t go to smash. Forward, 
march! They bind up his arm with his suspenders. Then 
they want to drive him to Pankow Hospital. But he 
watches every move like a hawk: not to the hospital, and 
calls out an address. What address? Elsasser Strasse, Her- 
bert Wischow, his chum of former days, before Tegel. 
The address comes to him at once. Something moves in 
him, as he lies in the mud, tears its way out, breaks 
through, then rings and rings. He feels this jerk at once; 
and now, no more uncertainty. 

They shan’t catch me. He is safe, Herbert is still living 
there, and is at home. The people hurry all through the 
café in the Elsasser Strasse, inquiring for a certain Herbert 
Wischow. A slender young man beside a beautiful dark 
woman gets up, what’s the matter, what’s up, out there 
in the car, then runs out with them to the car, the girl 
behind them, half the café with them. Franz knows who 
is coming now. He commands time. 

Franz and Herbert recognize each other, Franz whis- 
pers ten words to him, the people outside make room, 
Franz is Jaid on a bed in the café, a doctor is called. Eva, 
the beautiful dark girl, brings some money. Then they 
change his clothes. An hour after the accident they take 
him in a private auto from Berlin to Magdeburg. 

Herbert comes to the private hospital at noon, to talk 
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things over with Franz. Franz is not going to stay there 
a day more than necessary. Wischow will come back in a 
week, Eva, meanwhile, takes lodgings in Magdeburg. 

Franz is lying still as a stone. He has complete control 
over himself. He does not think backward one inch. Only 
when, at two o’clock, after inspection, a lady is announced, 
and Eva arrives with tulips, he weeps unrestrainedly, 
weeps and sobs, and Eva has to wipe his face with her 
handkerchief. He bites his lips, blinks his eyes and grits 
his teeth, but his jaw trembles, he can’t help sobbing, 
and the nurse hears it outside, knocks and begs Eva to go 
for today, the meeting upsets the sick man’s nerves too 
much. 

Next day he is quite calm and smiles at Eva. A fort- 
night later they take him away. He is back in Berlin. 
He breathes Berlin again. When he sees the houses on 
Elsasser Strasse again, something stirs within him, but he 
doesn’t break out in sobbing. He thinks of that Sunday 
afternoon with Cilly, of the ringing of the bells, the ring- 
ing of the bells, and here I am at home, and something 
awaits me, and I have something to accomplish, some- 
thing will happen. Franz Biberkopf knows this positively, 
and he does not stir, but lets them carry him quietly out 
of the car. 

I have something to do, something will happen, I 
wont stir from here, I am Franz Biberkopf. So they 
carry him into the house, into the home of his friend, 
Herbert Wischow, who calls himself a business agent. It 
is the same heedless sense of security which had surged 
up in him after the fall from the auto. 
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Supply at the slaughter-house: Hogs 11,543, Beef 
2016, Calves 920, Mutton 14,450. A blow, bang down 
they go. 

Hogs, oxen, calves—they are slaughtered. There is no 
reason why we should concern ourselves with them. 
Where are we? We? 


Eva is sitting by Franz’s bed, Wischow comes back to 
it again and again: Who was it, man alive, how did it 
happen? Franz isn’t spilling anything. He has built an 
iron coffer around himself and there he sits and he’ let 
nobody in. 

Eva, Herbert, and the latter’s friend, Emil, are sitting 
together. Since Franz was run over in the night, the man 
is a mystery to them. He certainly didn’t just happen 
to be run over by the auto, there’s something behind it, 
why should he be hanging around in the North End at 
10 p.m., he wouldn’t be selling papers at ten o’clock, 
when there’s nobody about up there. Herbert doesn’t 
budge from his opinion, Franz was up to something, then 
this thing happened, and now he’s ashamed because busi- 
ness didn’t go well with his old newspaper junk, and then 
there are surely a few others behind it, whom he doesn’t 
want to give away. Eva shares his opinion; he must have 
been up to something or other, but how did it happen, 
now he’s a cripple. We’ll get that out of him all right. 

They get it out of him, when Franz gives Eva his last 
address and asks that his bag be brought along; but 
she’s not to say where. Herbert and Eva know all about 
that, the landlady doesn’t want to let the bag go either, 
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but she does it for five marks, and then she starts to shoot 
her mouth off: they’ve been asking here for Franz every 
day; why, who; well, Pums and Reinhold and so on. So 
it’s Pums, is it? Now they know. Pums’s gang. Eva is be- 
side herself, Wischow, too, is furious: if he has to go back 
to it, why with Pums? But, of course, afterwards, we’re 
good enough for him; going with that guy, well, now 
he’s a cripple, half a corpse, otherwise I’d talk to him 
differently. 

Eva had to use compulsion in order to be present when 
Herbert Wischow settles things with Franz. Emil is also 
there, the affair has cost them a cool thousand. 

“Well, Franz,” starts Herbert, “well, I guess you’re 
about fixed now. Now y’can get up, and then—whatcha 
goin’ to do? Been thinkin’ about that?” Franz turns his 
stubbly face towards him. “Say, lemme get on my pins 
first.” “Oh well, we won’t hurry you, don’t think that. 
With me you’re still in good hands. Why didn’cha come 
to see us any more? You been out of Tegel a year now.” 
“Not that long.” “Well, then half a year. Don’t want to 
see us, maybe?” 

The house, the sliding roofs, a high, dark courtyard, 
there comes a call like thunder’s peal, tra-la-la-la-la-la-la, 
that’s how it all started. 

Franz lies down on his back and looks at the ceiling: 
“Been peddlin’ papers. What you drivin’ at?” 

Emil joins in, shouting: “Listen, y’weren’t peddlin’ 
papers.” What a liar. Eva keeps trying to calm him. 
Franz notices there’s something in the wind, they know 
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something, just what do they know? “I been peddlin’ 

papers. Ask Meck.” Wischow: “What Meck’Il say, I can 
imagine that right now. You peddled papers. Pums’s 
people peddle fruit, too, a little bit. They also deal in 
flounders; you know that yourself, doncha?” “But not 
me. I was peddlin’ papers. I earned my money. Ask Cilly 
who was with me the whole day, what I did.” “Two or 
three marks a day, go on!” “Oh, it’s more than that; it 
was enough for me anyway, Herbert.” 

The others are uncertain. Eva sits down next to Franz. 
“Say, Franz, you knew Pums, didn’t you?” “Yes.” Franz 
no longer thinks, they’re questioning me, Franz remem- 
bers, he’s alive. “Well, and?” Eva strokes him: “Go 
ahead and tell us what you were doing with Pums.” Her- 
bert, beside her, bursts out: “Go ahead and let’s hear it, 
ole boy. I know, anyway, what you were doin’ with 
Pums. Where you were that night. You think I don’t 
know it. Well, all right, you went along. It’s none of my 
business. It’s your affair. You go to see them folks, that’s 
the kind y’want to know, that ole sap, that ole fool, and 
us—you never come near us.”” Emil shouts: “Y’see we’re 
only all right when—” Herbert gives him a signal. Franz 
is crying. It’s not as bad as in the hospital, but it’s ter- 
rible, too. He sobs and weeps and rocks his head to and 
fro. He got a blow on the head, they gave him a kick 
on the chest; then they threw him through the door in 
front of an auto that ran over him. His arm is gone. He’s 
a cripple. The two men leave. He keeps on sobbing. Eva 
wipes his face time and again with the towel. She watches 
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him; he’s sleeping, she thinks. Then he opens his eyes, 
wide awake, and says: “Tell Herbert and Emil to come 
on in.” 

They come in with abashed faces. Franz asks: “What 
d’ye know about Pums? Know anything about him?” 
The three others exchange glances and don’t understand. 
Eva taps his arm: “Why, Franz, you know him, too.” 
“Well, I want to know, what you know about him.” 
Emil: “That he is a real crook and he’s got only five 
years hard behind him in Sonnenburg, he should have 
had life or fifteen, anyhow. Him and his fruit wagons.” 
Franz: “Why, he don’t live off of fruit wagons.” “Nope, 
he eats meat, too, so he does, and a-plenty.” Herbert: 
“But my God, Franz, you’re not as dumb as all that, 
y know that yourself, can’t you spot that in looking at the 
man?” Franz: “I thought he made his living offa the 
fruit-trade.” “Well, and what didja want to do then 
Sunday, when y’went with him?” “We went to fetch 
fruit for the market.” Franz lies quite still. Herbert 
bends over him to see his features: “And you believed 
that?” 

Franz is crying again, very quietly now, with his mouth’ 
shut. He went down the stairs, a man was looking for 
addresses in his notebook, then he was at Pums’s house 
and Frau Pums was to send a note to Cilly. “Of course, 
I believed ’em. But then I noticed, they got me to stand 
watch, and then—” 

The three look at each other. What Franz says is true, 
but that’s incredible. Eva touches his arm: “And then?” 
Franz has his mouth open, say it now, it’s going to come 
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out now, it’ll be over soon. And he says: “Then I didn’t 
want to, and then they kicked me out of the auto, because 
another car was coming right in back of us.” 

Hush, don’t say any more, and I was run over, I might 
have been dead, too, they wanted to finish me. He doesn’t 
sob, but holds onto himself steadily, his teeth clenched 
and his legs stretched out. 

The three hear it. Now he’s told it. It’s the naked 
truth. At this moment all three know it. There is a 
mower death yclept, has power which the Lord has kept. 

Herbert asks: “But tell me, Franz, we’ll be going 
soon; y’didn’t come to see us because y’wanted to sell 
newspapers?” 

He cannot speak but thinks to himself: Yes, I wanted 
to stay decent. I did stay decent till the end. So you 
mustn’t get offended that I didn’t come around. You 
remained my friends, I didn’t betray any of you. He lies 
mute; they go out. 

Then, after Franz has taken another dose of his 
soporific, they sit downstairs in the café, speechless. They 
don’t look at each other. Eva is trembling like a leaf. 
The girlie would have liked to have Franz, while he was 
still going with Ida, but he didn’t leave Ida, despite the 
fact that she was already keen on the Breslau fellow. 
She gets on fine with her Herbert, and has everything 
she wants from him—but she’s still in love with Franz. 

Wischow orders hot grogs ina hurry, all three of them 
pour it down at once. Then Wischow orders another 
round. Their throats are still tight. Eva has icy hands 
and feet, every minute a cold shiver runs down the back 
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of her head and neck, even her thighs have grown cold, 
and she crosses her legs. Emil leans his head heavily on 
his arms, chews, sucks at his tongue and swallows his 
saliva, but then he can’t help sniffing up his nose and 
spitting on the floor. Young Herbert Wischow sits erect 
on his chair, as if on horseback; he looks like a lieutenant 
in front of his platoon, his face motionless. None of them 
is sitting here in this place, they are not in their skins, 
Eva’s name is not Eva, Wischow’s not Wischow, Emil’s 
not Emil. A wall around them has tumbled, different air, 
darkness comes pouring in. They are still sitting beside 
Franz’s bed. A shudder goes from them to Franz’s bed. 

There is a mower death yclept. Has power which the 
Lord hath kept. When he ’gins his scythe to whet, keener 
it grows and keener yet. 

Herbert turns around to the table and asks hoarsely: 
“Who was it, anyway!” Emil: “Whaddya mean?” Her- 
bert: “Who threw him out?” Eva: “Promise me one 
thing, Herbert, if you get that man.” “Don’t you worry! 
Imagine, a thing like that running around loose. But just 
wait.” Emil: “Say, my God, Herbert, can you imagine 
anything like that, now!” 

Mustn’t hear anything about it, not think about it at 
all. Eva’s knees are trembling, she begs: “Herbert, go 
ahead and do something, or you, Emil.” Let’s get some 
fresh air! There is a mower, death yclept. Herbert con- 
cludes: “What kin a guy do if he don’t know what’s up. 
First, we’ll find out what it’s all about. If worst comes 
to the worst, we’ll let Pums’s whole gang of crooks get 
theirs.” Eva: “And Franz along with them?” “If worst 
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comes to the worst, I said, we’ll do that. Franz wasn’t 
with ’em, not really, a blind man kin see that, any judge 
would believe him. It can be proved, too; they threw 
him in front of the auto. Otherwise they wouldn’ta done 
it.” He starts back. The dirty dogs! Think of it. Eva: 
“Maybe he’li tell me who it is.” 

But he lies there like a log, Franz does, and they can’t 
get anything out of him. Let him rest, let him rest! His 
_ arm is gone, it won’t grow again. They kicked me out of 
that car, they did leave me my head, however. We gotta 
start going, we gotta see it through and get the wagon 
out of the mud. Gotta learn to crawl first. 


With surprising speed, he comes to life again on these 
warm days. He is not supposed to get up yet, but he gets 
up, and it’s all right. Herbert and Eva, who are always 
flush, supply him with whatever he wants and what the 
doctor thinks is necessary for him. Franz wants to get 
on his feet, he eats and drinks everything they bring 
him, and doesn’t ask where they get the money from. 

In the meantime, there are conversations between him 
and the others, but nothing of importance, they don’t 
touch the Pums affair. They talk about Tegel and a great 
deal about Ida. They speak of her with esteem and regret 
that things should have gone the way they did with her, 
she was still so young, but Eva adds: The girl was on the 
down-grade. Things between them are now just as they 
were before Tegel, and nobody knows or mentions the 
fact that in the meantime the houses have wobbled and 
the roofs have nearly slid down, and Franz has sung in 
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the courtyard and has sworn, as sure as his name is Franz 
Biberkopf, that he meant to stay decent, and that the 
old days were finished and over with. 

Franz lies or sits quietly with them. A lot of old ac- 
quaintances come also, bringing their girls and wives 
along. They don’t mention anything, they talk with 
Franz as if he had just been discharged from Tegel and 
had had an accident. Where or how, the lads don’t ask. 
They know what an industrial accident is, can well im- 
agine what it is. A fellow gets in a jam, and first thing 
he knows he’s got a grape in his arm or has his legs 
broken. Well, it’s better anyhow than the watery soup at 
Sonnenburg, or croaking from consumption. That’s clear 
enough. 

Meantime Pums’s gang has smelled out where Franz 
is. Who fetched Franz’s bag? They quickly found 
that out, and don’t they know that guy! And before 
Wischow notices anything, they learn that Franz Biber- 
kopf is staying with him; why, isn’t he his friend from 
the old days, he only lost an arm in the affair, damned 
lucky he was, too, there’s no two ways about it, so the 
fellow is on his feet again, and, who knows, he might. 
squeal on them? In fact, they all but fell out with Rein- 
hold, for being such a sap and bringing a fellow like 
Franz Biberkopf into the gang. But as for really doing 
anything to Reinhold, they didn’t before and surely won’t 
now, even old Pums won’t get at that one. That lad has 
a way of looking at you, it’s enough to frighten you, with 
his yellow face and the wrinkles across his forehead. He’s 
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who have got something wrong with them, they’re the 
most dangerous of all. Some day he’d just as lief stick 
his hand in his pocket, smiling coldly the while, and 
pepper away at somebody. 

That business about Franz, his not getting killed, 
however, remains dangerous. Only Reinhold shakes his 
head and says: Don’t get excited. BiberkopP Il take good 
care not to show up here. It’ll only be if he can’t get 
along with his one arm, then he’ll turn up. Well, what 
do we care? Maybe he’s got a head to lose, too. 

They needn’t be afraid of Franz. Once, to be sure, 
Eva and Emil together give Franz a talking-to, he has 
to say where it was and who it was, and, if he can’t 
act alone, there’ll be a few to help. A lot of people in 
Berlin would help in a case like that. Franz, however, 
grows tongue-tied when they come to him with that 
stuff, says No, just let it drop. Then he turns pale, 
breathes heavily, if only he doesn’t start to cry again, 
if I could, I’d like to go clean away from Berlin, but what 
can a cripple do? Eva: “It’s not on account of that, Franz, 
yowre not a cripple; but we can’t let that pass, the way 
they fixed you up, throwin’ you out of the car.” “That 
won’t make my arm grow, either.” “Well, then they 
oughta cough up.” “What?” 

Emil starts explaining: “Either we bash that certain 
fellow’s skull in, or the fellows in his club, if he’s got one, 
have all got to pay you. We'll fix that up with the club. 
Either others jump in for him, or Pums and the club can 
kick him out, and then let’s see where they can join up 
again and how they’|I get it in the neck. That arm’s gotta 
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be paid for. It’s the right one, too. They gotta pay you a 
pension for it.” Franz shakes his head. “Whaddya mean 
shakin’ your head? We’ll knock the fellow’s brains out 
who did this; it’s a crime and if we can’t go to court with 
it, it’s up to us to settle it.” Eva: “Franz didn’t belong 
to any club, Emil. Did’ncha hear he didn’t want to go 
along at all, and that’s why they did it.” “That was his 
privilege, he didn’t have to go. Since when can people 
force a fellow to do anything? Are we civilized people 
or not? They’d better go live with the Indians.” 

Franz shakes his head: “What you’ve paid out for me, 
you'll get back, every pfennig of it.” “Oh, we don’t 
want it, don’t need it, we can get along without it. This 
thing’s got to be fixed up, what the devil! No, sir, we 
can’t let it go at that.” 

Eva, too, is resolute: “No, Franz, we gotta do some- 
thing about it, those fellows knocked your nerves to 
pieces, that’s why you don’t say anything. But you can 
depend on us: Pums didn’t knock our nerves to pieces. 
You oughta hear what Herbert says: There’s gonna be a 
carving up in Berlin some day that?ll make people sit up 
and take notice.” Emil nods: “Bet your life on that.” 

Franz Biberkopf looks straight ahead and thinks to 
himself: None of my business what they say. And if they 
do something, it isn’t my business either. That won’t 
make my arm grow again, and that’s true all right: my 
arm sure is gone. It had to come off, no use bellyaching. 
But that’s not the last of it. 

And he reflects, and reflects, how everything hap- 
pened: Reinhold had a spite against him, because he 
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didn’t take that jane off his hands, and that’s why he 
kicked him out of the car. So there he lies in the clinic at 
Magdeburg. And he wanted to stay respectable, and 
that’s how it turned out. And he stretches out in his bed 
and clenches his fist on the covers: that’s how it came 
about, just so. Well, we’ll see about it. We certainly 
will. 

And Franz doesn’t betray who it was threw him in 
front of the car. His friends are quiet. They think he’ll 
tell it yet some day. 


Franz is not K.O. and they can’t get him K.O. 


Pums’s gang, flush with money, have vanished from 
Berlin. Two of them are away on a jaunt in the Oranien- 
burg district, at their summer quarters, while Pums is 
taking the cure at Altheide on account of his asthma, 
getting his machine oiled up. Reinhold tipples a bit, every 
day a few little nips of brandy, in fact, the man is en- 
joying things and getting used to it, a fellow has to get 
something out of life sometimes and he discovers he was 
quite silly to have lived so long without it, only on coffee 
and lemonade, that’s not living at all! Reinhold has a 
few thousand marks lying around, but nobody knows 
that. He would like to do something with the money, 
but at first he can’t decide what. Certainly not go to that 
summer dump like the others. He’s just picked up a 
fine dame who once saw better days, and he rents a swell 
house in Niirnberger Strasse for her, so he can dig him- 
self in there when he wants to play the grand mogul or 
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perhaps when things get hot. Everything’s in fine shape, 
he has his regal place in the West End and, of course, on 
the side, the old joint, too, with a jane in it, every few 
weeks another one. The boy can’t get along without his 
little game. 

Then it so happens, at the end of May, that a couple 
of men from Pums’s gang meet again in Berlin and start 
chattering about Franz Biberkopf. They’ve heard there’s 
been some talk in the club about him. Herbert Wischow 
is getting people all het up against them, we’re a pack of 
swine, they say. Biberkopf didn’t want to help us in that 
affair at all, they say, and then we tried to use force, 
and afterwards we kicked him out of the car. So we let 
them know: he wanted to squeal on us, there was no 
question about using force, nobody grabbed him, but 
afterwards we couldn’t do anything else. There they sit, 
shaking their heads, none of them wants to have a row 
with the club. A fellow’s hands would be tied that way 
and then he’d be left out in the cold. And then they sug- 
gest this, we ought to show our good will and take up a 
collection for Franz, since he showed in the end that he 
was a decent fellow all right, we ought to help him get 
a good rest, and put up the money it cost him in the 
hospital; we oughtn’t to act shabby about it. 

Reinhold is adamant: We gotta kill that fellow dead. 
The others are not against the idea, really not at all, but 
there isn’t any one of them ready to do a thing like that, 
moreover it won’t hurt to let the poor boob go around 
with his one arm. You can’t tell how it will end once you 
start anything with a fellow like that, the man’s got the 
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luck of the devil himself. Well, they collect the money, 
a couple of hundred marks, only Reinhold doesn’t give 
a pfennig, and one of them is to go to see Biberkopf, but 
not when Herbert Wischow is around. 

Franz is quietly reading first the Mottenpost and then 
the Griine Post, he likes it best because there’s no poli- 
tics in it. He studies the number for November 27, 1927, 
it’s an old number, dating from before Christmas, that 
was the time of Polish Lina, wonder what she’s doing? 
It tells here in the paper about the ex-Kaiser’s new 
brother-in-law getting married, the princess is 61, the 
bridegroom 27, that’ll cost her a heap of gold, for he 
won’t become a prince. Bullet-proof armored vests for 
police officers, I’l] never believe that. 

All of a sudden, there’s Eva squabbling outside with 
somebody, somebody, well, well, don’t I know that voice. 
She doesn’t want to let him in, better peep out and see. 
Franz opens the door, his Grime Post in his hand. It’s 
Schreiber, one of Pums’s men. 

Well, well, what’s the matter? Eva shouts into the 
room: “Franz, he’s only come here because he knows 
Herbert isn’t around.” “What do you want, Schreiber, 
something out of me, what do you want?” “Told Eva 
and she won’t let me in. Why not, are you a prisoner 
here?” “No, I’m not.” Eva: “You're afraid he’ll squeal 
on you. Don’t let him in, Franz.” Franz: “Now what do 
you want, Schreiber? Come on in with him, Eva, let 
him in.” 

They are sitting in Franz’s room. The Griine Post is 
lying on the table, the new brother-in-law of the ex- 
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Kaiser is getting married, two men behind him are hold- 
ing the crown over his head. Lion-hunting, rabbit- 
hunting, to truth all honor. “Why do you want to give 
me any money? I wasn’t in with you on that job.” “Why, 
good Lord, you stood watch, didn’t you?” “Nope, 
Schreiber, I didn’t, I didn’t know a thing, you just stuck 
me there; I didn’t know what I was supposed to do 
there.” Ain’t I glad to be out of that, no need to stand 
in that dark courtyard any longer. I’d pay him something 
not to have to stand there any more. “Nope, that’s all 
bunk, and you needn’t be afraid of me, I never squealed 
on anybody in my life.” Eva shakes her fist at Schreiber: 
There are others watching, I tell you, you’re taking a 
risk to come up here. Herbert’ll show you a thing or 
two. 

Suddenly something terrible happens. Eva saw 
Schreiber put his hand in his pocket. He wants to take 
out the money and coax Franz with the bills. But Eva 
has misunderstood the movement. She thinks he wants to 
get out a revolver and shoot Franz down, so he won’t 
say anything, he’s sent here to put Franz on the spot. 
And she jumps up from her chair, white as the wall, her 
face terribly distorted, screaming piercingly, then all at 
once she falls over her own legs, and gets up again. Franz 
rises with a start, Schreiber rises with a start, whatsa 
matter, whatsa matter wit’ her, oh boy, oh boy! She runs 
around the table to Franz, quickly, what am I to do, he’s 
going to shoot, it’s death, the end, it’s all over, murder, 
the world’s coming to an end, I don’t wanta die, don’t 
wanta get my block knocked off, it’s all over. 
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She stands, runs, falls, stands in front of Franz, white, 

_ yelling, quivering throughout her whole body: “Beat it 

behind the mirror! Murder! Help! Help!” Her eyes 
are big as fists, as she screams: “Help!” An icy chill 
goes through the bones of the two men. Franz doesn’t 
know what’s the matter, he only sees the movement, 
what’s going to happen next? Then he understands: 
Schreiber has his right hand in the pocket of his trousers. 
Franz goes all a-tremble. It’s like that time when he 
was standing watch in the courtyard, they want to start 
up again. But he doesn’t want to, I tell you, he doesn’t 
want to, he doesn’t want to let himself be thrown under a 
car. He groans and tears himself free from Eva; the 
Griine Post is lying on the floor, the Bulgarian is mar- 
ried to a Princess. Gotta see, first gotta get the chair in 
my hands. He groans aloud. As he has eyes for Schreiber 
alone and not for the chair, he kicks the chair over. We 
gotta get that chair and pounce on him. Gotta—auto on 
the Magdeburg road—they are ringing the alarm-bell of 
the hospital, Eva is still yelling, well, let’s save our- 
selves. Forward the air is thick, but we’ll push through! 
He bends to take hold of the chair. Schreiber, aghast, 
rushes out by the door, why they’re all crazy here! The 
doors begin to open along the corridor. 

Downstairs in the café they heard the screams and the 
tumult. Two men rush up at once and meet Schreiber 
on the stairs as he runs past them. But he keeps his head, 
and calls out as he waves towards them: Get a doctor 
quick, an apoplectic fit. And he’s off, clever dog, that 
he is. 
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Upstairs in the room Franz is lying unconscious beside 
the chair. Eva crouches to one side between the window 
and the mirror, and screams as she crouches, as if she 
had seen a ghost. They lay Franz cautiously on his bed. 
The landlady knows all about Eva’s condition. She pours 
water over her head. Then Eva says softly: “Gimme a 
roll.” The men laugh: “She wants a roll.” The landlady 
lifts her by the shoulders, they put her on a chair. “She 
always says that, when she has an attack. But that’s not an 
apoplectic fit. It’s only nerves and her troubles with that 
sick man. He probably fell down. Well, why does he 
get up, anyway? He’s always getting up, that makes her 
nervous.” “Then why was that fellow shouting about an 
apoplectic fit?” “Who?” “The one we passed on the 
stairs just now.” “Why, because he’s a damned ass. Don’t 
I know my Eva, five years now! Her mother is the 
same. When she screams, water’s the only thing that 
helps.” 

When Herbert gets home that evening, he gives Eva 
a revolver, it may come in handy, she must not wait till 
the other fellow shoots, then it’s too late. He himself 
starts off right away, looks for Schreiber, of course he 
can’t be found. All of Pums’s people are on a vacation, 
none of them wants to get mixed up in the affair, 
Schreiber, of course, has faded into space. He has pock- 
eted Franz’s money and is off to Oranienburg, to the 
summer quarters. But not before he’s humbugged Rein- 
hold; Biberkopf didn’t take the money, but Eva listened 
to reason, he slipped it to her, and she’ll fix it up. Well, 
that’s that. 
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In spite of everything, the month of June has come to 
Berlin. The weather is still warm, but it looks like rain. 
Many things are happening in the world. The airship 
“Italia,” with General Nobile, has crashed, and sends a 
wireless to say where it is lying: viz., northeast of Spitz- 
bergen, it is a difficult place to get to. Another airship has 
better luck, in one swoop it has raced from San Francisco 
_ to Australia, in 77 hours, and made a smooth landing. 
Then the King of Spain is at odds with Primo, his dicta- 
tor, well, let’s hope things will be straightened out again. 
A pleasant impression, which one receives from the very 
first, is afforded by a certain betrothal between two young 
people from Baden and Sweden: A princess from match- 
box land has made a safety-match with a prince of Baden. 
If you consider how far apart Baden and Sweden are, you 
are astonished that things can go pit-a-pat across such a © 
distance. Yes, my son, I’m weak about women, they 
touch the spot where it’s too much for me! I kiss the first 
and think of the second, and steal a sly look at number 
three. I’m weak about women, yes, it’s no joke. What 
shall I do, I don’t try any more, and if some day for the 
women I go quite broke, then I’ll write “sold out” on 
my heart’s front-door. 

To which Charlie Amberg adds: I’1l pull out an eye- 
lash and stab you dead with it. Then I’ll take a lipstick 
and make you all red with it. And if you're still angry, 
there’s one more thing Pll do: a poached egg ll order 
and splash spinach over you. You, you, you, you. Then 
Tl] order a poached egg and splash spinach over you. 

So the weather is still warm and it looks like rain; at 
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noon it touches 72° Fahrenheit. Under these climatic 
conditions the girl-murderer Rutowski appears before the 
Criminal Court of Berlin and is called on to exonerate 
himself. In this connection the question crops up: Is the 
victim Else Arndt the run-away wife of a certain school- 
board member? He has written to say he considers it a 
possibility, perhaps a desirability, that the murdered 
woman, Else Arndt, should be his spouse. In the case of 
an afhrmative answer, he wishes to give important testi- 
mony before the court. There is objectivity in the air, 
in the air there is objectivity, there it is in the air and 
it’s in the air, in the air. In the air there is something 
idiotic, in the air there is something hypnotic, it’s in the 
air, it’s in the air, and it won’t get out of the air. 

But next morning the municipal electric railway is 
opened. The National Railroad Board takes this as a 
pretext to stress once more the danger, attention, look 
out, don’t get on, wait your turn, you render yourself 
liable to punishment. 


Arise, weak Spirit, and get on your Feet 


THERE are states of swoon which amount to death in the 
living body. Franz Biberkopf, still unconscious, is put 
back into bed, he keeps on lying there on into the warm 
days and reaches this conclusion: I’m at death’s door, I 
feel it, ’m going to croak. If you don’t do something 
now, Franz, something real, final, comprehensive, if you 
don’t take a club in your hand, a saber, and beat around 
you, if you don’t run loose, no matter how, Franz, my 
320 


I?l Franz, 1] Biberkopf, old horse, then it’s all over 
with you for sure, then you can have your measure taken 
for a coffin. 

Groaning: I don’t want to, and I don’t want to, and 
I won’t croak, he looks at the room, the wall-clock ticks, 
Pm still here, still am I here, they want to close in on 
me, Schreiber almost shot me down, but that shall not 
happen. Franz lifts his remaining arm: it shall not hap- 
pen. 

A real fear pursues him now. He will not stay in bed. 
And even if he croaks in the street, he just must get out 
of bed, he has got to get out. Herbert Wischow has gone 
to Zoppot with dark-eyed Eva; she has a rich beau well 
on in years, a stock-exchange man whom she exploits. 
Herbert Wischow goes along with them incognito, the 
girl works well, they see each other every day, united 
they march, but sleep separately. In this beautiful sum- 
mertime Franz Biberkopf goes marching back to the 
street again, alone again, our one and only Franz Biber- 
kopf, tottering, but on his feet. Look at the cobra now, 
it creeps along, it moves, it has been injured. But it’s still 
the same old cobra, even if it has black circles under its 
eyes, and the fat reptile is now thin and wasted. 

Something has become clearer to the old boy, who 
drags himself through the streets now, in order not to 
croak in his room, something has become clearer than it 
was before to this old boy who is now running away, 
away from death. Life has been worth something to him, 
anyway. Now he sniffs the air, he noses the streets as if 
they belonged to him and wanted to take him in. He 
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gapes at the poster columns, as if they were an event in 
his life. Yes, my boy, you can’t go far now on your two 
legs, now you’ve got to clutch and cling tight to some- 
thing firm, now you must set as many teeth and fingers 
as you have left together and hold on fast, just so as 
not to be knocked off. 

Life is a hellish thing, isn’t it? You knew it once be- 
fore, that time in Henschke’s saloon when they wanted to 
kick you out with your arm-band, and that fellow at- 
tacked you, and you hadn’t done anything to him. And 
I thought that the world was peaceful, that there was 
law and order, but there’s something out of order, there 
they are and how terrible they seem now! That was in 
a moment of clairvoyance. 


And now come thou, come hither and I will show thee 
something. The great whore, the whore of Babylon, that 
sitteth upon many waters. And I saw a woman sit upon 
a scarlet colored beast, full of names of blasphemy, hav- 
ing seven heads and ten horns. And the woman was ar- 
rayed in purple and scarlet color, and decked with gold 
and precious stones and pearls, having a golden cup in 
her hand. And upon her forehead was a name written, 
MYSTERY, BABYLON THE GREAT, THE MOTHER OF HARLOTS 
AND ABOMINATIONS OF THE EARTH. And I saw the woman 
drunken with the blood of the saints, and with the blood 
of the martyrs. 


But Franz Biberkopf goes through the streets, jogging 
along in his own little way. He does not give in, and 
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asks for nothing more than to get really well again and 
strong in his muscles. The weather is warm and sum- 
mery; Franz wanders from café to café. 

He dodges the heat. In the café the big schooners of 
beer come sliding up. 

The first schooner says: I come from the cellar, from 
hops and malt. Now I am cool, what do I taste like? 

Franz says: Bitter, fine, cool. 

Yes, I cool you off, I cool all men off, then I make 
them warm and then I dispel their idle thoughts. 

Idle thoughts? 

Yes, the majority of all thoughts are idle. Aren’t they? 
—Maybe so. I leave you the last word. 

A small brandy stands before Franz with its bright 
yellow lights. Where did they pick you up?—They burnt 
me, man.—You certainly do bite, old fellow, you got 
claws.—Goshalmighty, that’s why I’m a brandy. Maybe 
you haven’t seen any of me for a long time.—Nope, I 
was almost dead, my little brandy-sprite, I was almost 
dead; I rode away without a return ticket.—You look it. 
—What d’y’ mean, look it, don’t talk rot! Let’s try you 
again, come here! Ah you’re good, you’ve got fire, you 
certainly have, young fellow.—The liquor ripples down 
his throat: and what fire! 

The smoke from the fire rises in Franz and makes his 
throat so dry that he has to take another schooner: you’re 
schooner number Two. I’ve had one already, what have 
you got to tell me?—Say, Fat, taste me first, then you 
can talk.—All right. 

The schooner says: Listen, if you have two more 
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schooners and another kiimmel and then a grog, yowll 
bubble up just like peas.—Is that so?—Yes, then you'll 
get fat again, gee, you're looking bad, feller! You really 
can’t go around with people like that. Take another 
swallow. 

Franz takes up the third: ’m swallowin’ all right. One 
after the other. Keep everything in order. 

He questions number Four: Watcha know, darling? 
—It only yawps delightedly. Franz pours it down his 
throat. I believe it. Everything, darling, everything you 
say, I believe, you’re me lambkin, we’ll go into the green 
pastures together. 


Third Conquest of Berlin 


Anp so Biberkopf has come to Berlin for the third time. 
The first time the roofs were about to slide off, then the 
Jews came and he was saved. The second time Liiders 
cheated him, but he swigged his way through. Now, the 
third time, his arm is gone, but he ventures courageously 
into the city. The man’s got courage, two- and threefold 
courage. 

Herbert and Eva had left him a nice wad of money 
which the bartender downstairs keeps for him. But Franz 
only takes a few pfennigs, resolving at the same time: 
I won’t take any of their money, I’ve got to make my- 
self independent. He goes to the “Charity Association” 
and asks for help. “We’ll have to make inquiries first.” 
“And what?ll I do in the meantime?” “You may come 
back in a few days.” “A fellow might starve to death ina 
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few days.” “People don’t starve as fast as that in Berlin, 
that’s what they all say. And then we don’t hand out 
money, only tickets, and we pay your room-rent from 
here, and that’s your address all right, isn’t it?” 

And Franz leaves the “Charity Association,” and when 
he gets downstairs, the scales fall from his eyes: inquiries, 
say, they’re going to make inquiries, maybe they’ in- 
quire about my arm and how it all came about. He is 
standing in front of a cigar-store ruminating: they’ll try 
to find out what’s the matter with my arm, who paid the 
bill and what hospital I was in. That’s what they might 
ask. And then, what I was living on those last few months. 
You just wait. 

He broods as he strolls along: what can a fellow do 
then? Who shall I ask, what am I going to do now, and 
I don’t want to live offa their money, either. 

So for two days he walks around looking for Meck, 
between the Alex and the Rosenthaler Platz, he might 
talk to him about it, and he finds him all right, the second 
evening, on the Rosenthaler Platz. They look at each 
other. Franz wants to shake hands with him—how they 
had greeted each other that time after that affair with 
Liiders, with what joy, and now—Meck hesitantly gives 
him his hand, does not press it. Franz wants to start 
shaking again with his left hand, but Meck suddenly 
makes such a serious face; what’s the matter with him, 
what’s up now? And they walk up Miinzstrasse and walk 
and walk, and back through Rosenthaler Strasse again, 
and Franz still waits to hear whether Meck is not going 
to ask about his arm. But he doesn’t even do that, he 
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keeps on looking sideways. Maybe I look too dirty for 
him. Whereupon Franz gets gay and asks about Cilly, 
what she’s doing. 

Oh, she’s fine, why shouldn’t she be, and Meck talks 
at great length about her. Franz forces himself to laugh. 
But the other still doesn’t ask about his arm, and sud- 
denly Franz sees everything clearly, and he asks: “You 
still hang around the café in the Prenzlauer?” Meck 
says disparagingly: “Yes, sometimes.” Then Franz 
catches on, and he walks slowly, keeping always a step 
behind Meck: Pums has told him something about me, 
or Reinhold or Schreiber, and now he thinks I’m a bur- 
glar. And if I should start talking now, I’d have to tell 
him everything, but he can wait a long time till I open 
my mouth. 

And Franz gives a jerk and stands in front of Meck: 
“Well, Gottlieb, then let’s say good-bye, gotta go home, 
a cripple’s got to hit the hay early.” Meck looks him full 
in the face for the first time, takes his pipe out of his 
mouth, and wants to ask him something, but Franz waves 
him aside, no use asking questions, he has already given 
him his hand, and is gone. Meck scratches his head and’ 
thinks to himself, I gotta give that one the once-over 
one of these days, and is dissatisfied with himself. 

Franz Biberkopf marches across the Rosenthaler 
Platz, he feels happy and says to himself: What’s the 
use of all this yapping, I gotta earn money, what’s Meck 
to me, I gotta get some money. 


You should have seen the way our Franz Biberkopf 
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went hunting for money. Something new raged inside 
him. Eva and Herbert put their room at his disposal, 
but Franz would like to have a place of his own, other- 
wise he can’t get started right. Then comes the cursed 
moment, when Franz has found a place and his landlady 
puts the police registration papers in front of him. There 
he sits, our Franz, and he starts brooding again: if I 
write my name’s Biberkopf, they’ll look me up in their 
files right away, they’ll phone headquarters, and they’ll 
say, this way, old boy, and why don’t you show up once 
in a while, and what’s the matter with that arm, what 
hospital did you stay in, who paid for it, and it’s none 
of it true. 

And he rages across the table: Charity, do I need 
charity? I don’t want that, that’s no good for a free man; 
and still brooding and raging away, he writes a name on 
the registration blank, first Franz, and before him he 
sees the police station and the charity association in 
Grunerstrasse and the auto out of which they had thrown 
him. He strokes the stump of his arm through his coat, 
they’re going to ask him about his arm, let ’em go ahead, 
damn it all, I don’t care, Pll do it. 

And as if writing with a stick he chisels thick letters 
into the paper: I’ve never been a coward, and my name, 
I won’t let any of ’em steal it from me, that’s my name, 
that’s what I was born, and that’s what Tll remain: 
Franz Biberkopf. One thick letter after the other, Tegel 
Prison, the street bordered with black trees, the convicts 
sitting there, at their gluing, carpentry, repairing. Dip it 
in again, I’ll put a dot over the I. I’m not afraid of the 
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coppers, nor of the bulls with their brass badges. Either 
I’m a free man or I’m not. 

There is a mower death yclept. 

Franz hands the registration blank to his landlady, 
well, that’s settled. All settled. And now let’s hitch up 
our breeches, straighten our legs out, and march right 
into Berlin. 


Clothes make the Man and another Man sees 
Things with other Eyes 


On BRuNNENSTRASSE, Where they are excavating for the 
subway, a horse has fallen into the hole. People have been 
standing around watching for half an hour when the 
firemen come with a wagon. They put a strap around the 
belly of the horse. It is standing on a lot of conduits and 
gas pipes, who knows if it hasn’t broken a leg, it trembles 
and neighs, from above only its head can be seen. They 
draw it up with a pulley, the animal strikes out with 
force. 

Franz Biberkopf and Meck are in the crowd. Franz 
jumps into the hole with the firemen and helps pull the 
horse up. Meck, and everybody else, is astonished at 
what Franz can do with his one arm. They tap on the 
sweaty animal and find that nothing has happened to it. 

“Franz, you certainly got courage; where’d you get 
so much strength in that one arm of yours?” “Because I 
got muscles; if I want to doa thing, I can do it all right.” 
They ankle down Brunnenstrasse, they have just met 
again for the first time a little while ago. Meck had 
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thrown himself at Franz. “Yes, Gottlieb, that comes 
from eating and drinking well. And shall I tell you what 
else I do?” Pl let him have it, Meck’s not going to give 
me any more of his lip. I’d rather not have friends like 
that. “Well, listen now; I gotta nice job. I stand in a 
circus on the Fair Grounds in Elbingerstrasse and bark 
for the merry-go-round, fifty pfennigs, ladies and gentle- 
men, for one time around, and back there in Romin- 
tenerstrasse 1m the strongest one-armed man, but that’s 
only since yesterday; why don’t you come and box with 
me once?” “You don’t say you box with one arm!” 
“Come and take a look for yourself. If I can’t cover up 
above, I use footwork.” Franz kids him good. Meck is 
amazed. 

They wander down to the Alex in their same old jog- 
trot, then a short way through Gipsstrasse, where Franz 
takes him to the Alte Ballhaus. “It’s all done over, you 
kin watch me dance here or else take a look at me at the 
bar.” Meck is agog. “What’s happened to you all of a 
sudden, say?” “Righto. I’m starting over again, like in 
the old days. Well, why not? Any objections? Come in 
and look at me dance with one arm.” “No, no, no, Pd 
rather go to Miinzhof, then.” “’S all right with me; they 
won’t let us in, anyway, like this. But come around some 
Thursday or Saturday. I guess you think I’m playing the 
eunuch because they shot off my arm.” “Who shot it 
off?” “Oh, I had a shooting party with a bunch of bulls. 
’Twasn’t really nothin’ at all, it happened back there 
on the Biilowplatz, a few lads wanted to pull off a job, 
a decent lot they were too, but they didn’t have anything 
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and where could they get it? Well, I walk up and down 
outside, and look around to see what’s up, when what 
should I see right on the corner but two suspicious-looking 
characters standing back there with shaving brushes in 
their hats. Well, Ill tell ye: me for the house, and I 
whisper the alarm to the boy who’s the lookout, but they 
don’t want to go yet, just on account of two bulls, not on 
your life. Boy, they was some fellows, and they gotta 
get the stuff away first. Then up comes the bulls and 
starts snifing around the house. I suppose one of the guys 
musta noticed something in the house, furs, something 
for the womenfolks, when coal is scarce. So we lie in am- 
bush, and when the bulls try to get in, y’see they can’t 
get the house-door open. The others, of course, beat it 
out the rear. And when the bulls call in a locksmith to 
try and get in, I shoot through the key hole. What d’you 
think o’ that, Meck?” “Where’d it happen?” He can’t 
believe his ears. “In Berlin, just around the corner, on 
the Kaiserallee.” “Aw, go on with that stuff.” “Well, so 
I took a blind shot. Some shot it was, too, right through 
the door. But they didn’t catch me. By the time they got 
the door open, I was gone. Except for my arm. You | 
see.” Meck bleats: “Well, what about it?” Then Franz 
gives him his hand with a magnificent gesture: “Well, 
so long, Meck. And if you ever need anything, I live— 
I'll tell you that later. And good luck to your business.” 

Off he goes through Weinmeisterstrasse. Meck is 
dumfounded. Either the boy’s pulling my leg, or Pll 
have to ask Pums about it. They told me an entirely dif- 
ferent story. 
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And Franz wanders through the streets back to the 
Alex. 

I cannot accurately describe to you how the shield of 
Achilles looked, nor what arms and decorations he wore 
when he went forth to battle, I can only dimly recall 
armlets and greaves. 

But how Franz looks as he now goes forth into a new 
battle, that I must tell you. Well, Franz Biberkopf has 
on his old dusty things all covered with horse-dirt, a 
sailor’s cap with a crooked anchor on it, and a worn-out 
brown coat and pants that were cheap to start with. 

He has been into the Miinzhof and, after drinking 
down a mugful, left it again ten minutes later with a 
rather fresh little thing who had been stood up by some- 
body else. He walks along with her through Weinmeis- 
terstrasse and Rosenthaler Strasse, because inside it’s 
kind of muggy and outside it’s nice, although a bit 
misty. 

And Franz’s heart opens up, he sees so much cheat- 
ing and fraud wherever he looks! Another man, other 
eyes. As if he had just gotten his eyes. He and the girl 
laugh themselves sick at all the things they see! It 1s six 
o’clock, a bit past six, it is raining, it’s pouring, thank 
God, the little tart has got an umbrella. 

The shops, they look in all the windows, 

“Here’s a shopkeeper selling beer. Just watch how he 
serves it. Didja see that, Emmi, didja see that: foam 
down to here.” “Well, what of it?” “Foam down to here? 
It’s cheating! Cheating! Cheating! But he’s right, too, 
the lad’s smart. That does me good.” 
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“Oh dear! Then he must be a crook.” “That fellow’s 
smart.” 

A toy-shop: 

“Pll be blowed, Emmi, y’know when I stand here and 
look at all them little things, just take a peep at ’em, 
well, I can’t say it does me good any more. What a lot 0” 
trash, and all those painted eggs. Say, when we were 
kids, my mother set us to gluing pictures on ’em. I won’t 
tell ye what they paid for ’em.” “So you see!” “They’re 
a lot o’ hogs! We better smash the window in! Rubbish! 
Exploiting poor folks is a dirty trick.” 

Ladies’ cloaks. He wants to go on, but she puts on the 
brakes. “For if you really want to know, I can tell you a 
thing or two about that subject. Making ladies’ cloaks. 
Say! For the swell ladies. Whatcha think they pay for a 
thing like that?” “Come on, kid, I don’t want to know. 
If you let em give it to you.” “Well, well, hold on now, 
what do ye want to dot” 

“Wouldn’t I be a jackass if I let ?em pay me just a 
few pfennigs. Dll wear a silk coat myself and nothing 
less, that’s what I say.” “Well, say it then!” “And PU 
see to it so’s I can wear a silk coat. Otherwise I'd be a 
fool, wouldn’t I, and he’d be right to hand me his eight 
groschen.” “That’s the bunk.” “Because I’ve got on dirty 
pants I s’pose? Y’know, Emmi, that comes from a horse 
that fell into the subway shaft. Nope, nothing doing with 
eight groschen as far as I’m concerned, a thousand marks, 
that’s what I want.” “Think you’ll get em?” 

The girl rivets her eyes on his. “Haven’t got em now. 
I’m just saying it, but Pll get ’em, and not eight lousy 
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groschen.” She clings to him heavily in wonder and de- 
light. 

American Quick Pressing, an open window, two. 
steaming ironing-boards, in the background several men, 
not much American about them, sitting smoking, in the 
front a swarthy young tailor in his shirt-sleeves. Franz. 
looks the place over. He chuckles: “Emmi, cute ll 
Emmi, it was nice I found ye today, wasn’t it?” She. 
doesn’t yet understand the man, but is mightily flattered, 
he can go to hell, that other guy who had stood her up, 
let im get mad, if he wants to. “Emmi, sweet Emmi,, 
just take a peep at this shop.” “Well, he certainly don’t 
make much with his pressing.” “Who?” “That little 
black fellow.” “Nope, not him, but the others.” “Those. 
fellows back there? How do you know? I don’t know 
em.” Franz chuckles: “Neither do I, never seen ’em be-. 
fore, but I know ’em just the same. Just look at em. And 
the boss: he presses in front, but in the back—well, he does. 
something else.” “Rooming house?” “Maybe so, nope, 
oh, they’re all a lotta crooks. Who do all those suits. 
hanging there belong to? I'd just like to be a bull with a 
brass badge and ask that guy—you’d see ’em beat it, all 
right.” “What is it?” “It’s all stuff they’ve hooked, and 
just deposited here! Quick-pressing place, my eye! Swell 
guys, eh? Look at ’em puffing away! They take it easy 
all right.” 

They continue walking. “You oughta do like ’em,,. 
Emmi. That’s the only real thing. Only don’t work. Get: 
that out of your head, that stuff about working! Work- 
ing gives you blisters on your hands, but no money, or at. 
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best, a hole in your head! Work never made a man 
rich. I’m tellin’ you. Only cheating. You bet!” 

“And what do you do, anyhow?” She is full of hope. 
“Come along, Emmi, I’ll tell you.” They are back again 
in the Rosenthaler Strasse crowd, then they go through 
Sophienstrasse into Miinzstrasse. Franz goes his way. 
Trumpets are blaring a marching song beside him. A 
battle was fought upon the open wold, ratatata, ratatata, 
ratatata. We have sacked the town and taken all their 
heavy gold. Sacked it—racked it, ratatata! 

They both laugh. This girl he fished up has class. To 
be sure, her name’s only Emmi, but she has the reforma- 
tory and divorce behind her. They are both in high spirits. 
Emmi asks: “Where’s your other arm?” “It’s at home 
with my girl, she didn’t want to let me go, so I had to 
leave my arm in hock.” “Well let’s hope that arm’s as 
gay as you are.” “You said it. Say, haven’t you heard: 
[ve started up a business with that arm o’ mine. It stands 
on a table and says the whole day long: Only he who 
works shall eat. He who doesn’t work must go hungry. 
That’s what my arm says all day: Admittance one 
groschen, and the proletarians gather and enjoy it.”” She 
holds her belly, and he laughs, too. “Listen, dearie, 
yow’re going to tear my other arm off.” 


Another Man gets another Head as well 


A Funny little wagon passes through the town, on its 

chassis a paralyzed man, trundling himself forward with 

his arms. The little cart is decorated with a lot of colored 
334 


streamers; and he rides along Schénhauser Allee and 
stops at all the corners, people gather around him, while 
his assistant sells penny post-cards: 

“Johann Kirbach, globe-trotter, born February 20, 
1874, in Miinchen-Gladbach, healthy and active till the 
outbreak of the World War. My industrious efforts were 
brought to a close by a paralytic stroke on my right side. 
But I recovered enough to be able to walk for hours on 
end, which permitted me to carry on my calling. Thus 
my family was protected from distress. In November 
1924, the entire population of the Rhineland rejoiced 
when the state railroad was liberated from the oppres- 
sive Belgian occupation. Many German brothers drank 
their fill with glee; but for me it was disastrous. That 
day, on my way home, not 400 yards from my house, I 
was struck down by a troop of men coming out of a 
saloon. Such was my bad luck, that as a result I am a 
cripple for life and can never walk again. I have no pen- 
sion nor other means of support. Johann Kirbach.” 

In the café where Franz Biberkopf passes these lovely 
days reconnoitering, looking out for any opportunity, a 
brand-new, reliable one which will help a fellow get on, 
there’s a young smart aleck who has seen the wagon with 
the paralyzed man in front of the Danziger Strasse sta- 
tion. And he fills the café with his yapping on the subject, 
as well as all about what they did to his father, who had 
been shot in the chest and can hardly breathe now, and 
then all at once they decide it’s only a nervous disease and 
reduce his pension, and soon he won’t get any at all! 

Another young fellow with a big jockey-cap listens to 
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all this gibble-gabble; he is sitting on the same bench, but 
has no beer. This boy has a lower jaw like a boxer’s. 
“Pooh” says he, “them cripples—they ought’n to give 
’em a pfennig.” “You would say that. First let em shove 
ye into the war and then not pay ye nothing.” “That’s 
the way it should be, pard. If you make a fool o” yourself 
anywhere else, nobody’s goin’ to hand you any dough, 
either. If a little boy steals a ride on a wagon and then 
falls down and breaks a leg, he don’t get a single pfennig. 
Why not? He was a fool all right.” “Listen here, you 
weren’t even alive during the war, you were still in 
diapers.” “Tommyrot, the trouble with Germany is they 
pay out doles. There’s thousands of em running around, 
not doin’ nothing, and gettin’ money for it.” 

Others at the table get in on the conversation: “Well, 
now, just hold your horses, Willy, m’ boy. What you 
working at, anyway!” “Nothin’. I don’t do nothin’, 
either. And if they go on paying me, then [’ll go on 
doin’ nothin’. Jest the same, it’s a lot o’ rot for ’em to 
give me somethin’.” The others laugh: “Well, he’s a 
bunk-artist all right.” 

Franz Biberkopf is sitting at the same table. The 
youngster over there with the jockey-cap and his hands 
thrust cheekily in his pockets, looks at him as he sits there 
with his one arm. A girl embraces Franz: “Say, why, 
youve only got one arm. What pension you gettin?” 
“Who wants to know?” The girl makes eyes at the lad 
opposite. “Him, over there. He’s interested in it.” 
“Nope, I don’t really take no interest in it. I only say this: 
any fellow who was damn-fool enough to go to war—well, 
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that’s all there is to it.” The girl turns to Franz: “Y’ see, 
he’s scared.” “Not o’ me. He needn’t be afraid 0” me. 
Don’t I say the same thing, I don’t say nothin’ else. Y’ 
know where my arm is, the one that’s off here, I put it in 
alcohol and now it’s settin’ on the press at home, and it 
says all day long: Howdy, Franz, hey, you old block- 
head.” 

Haha. Great guy that one, he’s a hot one. An elderly 
man has taken a few thick sandwiches from out of a news- 
paper wrapping, he cuts them up with his pocket-knife 
and stuffs the pieces into his mouth. “I wasn’t in the war, 
they kept me locked up in Siberia all the time. Well, and 
now I’m at home with my folks and got the rheumatism. 
Now suppose they should come and want to take my dole 
money away—hell, are you all daft?” The youngster: 
“How didja get the rheumatism? Peddling on the 
streets, didncha, eh? Well, if you got sick bones, you 
better not go around peddling on the streets.” “I might 
be a pimp, then.” The youngster bangs on the table right 
in front of the sandwich-paper. “Righto! That’ll be fine. 
And it’s not to be laughed at. You ought to see my 
brother’s wife, my sister-in-law, they’re decent people, 
hold their own with anybody, d’you think they felt em- 
barrassed about it, letting themselves be paid that junk, 
dole money? Why, he went running around looking for 
work, and she didn’t know what to do with them few 
pfennigs, and two little brats at home. A woman, of 
course, can’t go out to work. Then she got to know a fel- 
low, and then maybe she got to know another one, get 
me? Till he noticed something, my brother did. Then 
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he comes to me and says he wants me to come and hear 
what he’s got to tell his wife. Well, he came to the right 
party that time. Say, you shoulda heard that show! He 
flew off like a wet hen. She gave him and his couple of 
dirty simoleons such a good talking to that he simply 
shook on his pins, he did, my brother, her honored hus- 
band. He won’t never show up again.” “Ain’t he never 
showed up again?” “He'd like to all right. But nope, she 
don’t want to have nothing to do with a damn fool, a 
fellow who lives on the dole and then shoots off his mouth 
when somebody else earns some money.” 

They’re all of about the same opinion. Franz Biber- 
kopf is sitting next to the youngster, Willy, they call 
him, and drinks to his health: “Y’ know, you’re only ten 
or twelve years younger than us, but you’re a hundred 
years cleverer. Boys, would I ’a’ dared talk like that 
when I was twenty? For the love o’ mike! As the Prus- 
sians used to say: hands on the seam of your trousers!” 
“And so say we, only not on our own!” Laughter. 

The room is full; the waiter opens a door, a narrow 
room in back is empty. So the whole table troops in under 
the gas light. It’s very hot, the room is full of flies, a 
straw mattress is lying on the floor, they lift it up onto the 
window-sill to air it. The talk goes on. Willy sits be- 
tween them, doesn’t give in. 

Just here, the young smart aleck they had snubbed 
before notices a wrist-watch on Willy’s arm and can’t 
get over it’s being gold. “Bet you bought that cheap.” 
“Three marks.” “Somebody hooked it.” “None of my 
business. Want one, too?” “Nope. Thanks. So somebody 
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can catch me and say: Where didja get that watch?” 
Willy grins at the company: “He’s afraid of theft!” 
“That’s enough from you.” Willy stretches his arm 
across the table: “He’s got something against my watch. 
To me, it’s just a plain watch that runs and is made outa 
gold.” “For three marks.” “Then Tl show you some- 
thin’ else. Lemme have your mug a minute. Tell me, 
what’s that?” “A mug.” “Right. A mug to drink out of.” 
“Can’t deny that.” “And this here?” “That’s a watch. 
Say, are you trying to kid me?” “That’s a watch. It’s 
neither a shoe nor a canary bird, but if you want to, you 
can call it a shoe, too; you can do that, it’s just as you want, 
that’s your business.” “Don’t get that. What you after, 
anyway!” Willy seems to know what he’s after. He takes 
his arm away, grabs a girl and says: “Say you, walk for us 
a bit.” “What for? What do you mean?” “Aw, go ahead 
and walk along the wall.” She doesn’t want to. The 
others call out to her, “Go ahead and walk for him. Don’t 
put on airs.” 

Finally she gets up, looks at Willy and walks along the 
wall. “Hop to it, little filly!” “Walk,” cries Willy. She 
sticks her tongue out at him and starts forward, shaking 
her buttocks. They laugh. “Now you can come back. 
Well, what did she do?” “She stuck her tongue out at 
you!” “What else?” “She walked.” “O.K. Walked.” 
The girl puts in a word: “Not on your life, that was danc- 
ing.” The elderly man with the sandwiches: “That wasn’t 
dancing. Since when is it dancing when a person sticks out 
her behind.” The girl: “When you stick yours out, it 
ain’t.” Two fellows shout: “She walked.” Willy hears 
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them and laughs triumphantly. “Well, all right, then, 
and I say she marched.” The smart aleck gets peevish: 
“Well, what’s it all about, anyway?” 

“Nothing at all. Don’t you see; walked, danced, 
marched, whatever you want. You don’t understand that 
yet. Then I’ll chew it for you first. This here is a mug ©” 
beer, but you could call it spit just as well, then maybe 
we'd all have to call it spit, but we’d drink it up all the 
same. And so, when she marched, then she either marched 
or walked or danced, but what it was, you saw for your- 
self, With your own eyes, too. It was what you saw. And 
if anybody takes my watch from me, then it’s not stolen, 
by along run. Do you get me now? It’s taken away, out 0’ 
your pocket or out of a display-window, or a shop. But 
stolen? Who says so?” Willy leans back, his hands in 
his pockets again. “Not me.” “Well, what do you say 
then?” “Listen, I say, taken away. Changed owners.” 
Tableau. Willy sticks out his boxer’s chin and says noth- 
ing. The others reflect. Something queer hovers about 
the table. 

Willy, in his penetrating voice, suddenly attacks one- 
armed Franz: “You had to join up with the Prussians, . 
you’ve been in the war. Now I call that theft of liberty. 
But they had their own courts and police, and because 
they had them, they put a muzzle on you, and so now it’s 
not a theft of liberty, according to a poor bum like you, 
but military service. And you’ve got to put up with it, like 
taxes, which go for something you don’t understand any 
better.” 

The girl pouts: “Now don’t talk politics. That’s no 
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way to spend an evening.” The youngster hawhaws him- 
self out of a tight hole: “It’s all a lot of hooey! The 
weather’s too nice for that bunk.” Willy challenges him: 
“Then suppose you go out in the street. I guess you 
think, you poor nut, you, that politics only exists here in 
this room and that I’m just makin’ it up for your benefit. 
It don’t need me for that. It pukes on your head, m’ boy, 
wherever you go. If you let it, that is.” A man yells: 
“Oh, forget it, shut your traps.” 

Two new customers arrive. The girl sways daintily, 
then serpentines along the wall, and, dandling her but- 
tocks, slithers sweetly across to Willy. He jumps up, 
grabs her for a brazen rollicking dance, after which they 
clinch in a ten-minute burner. Deep immured beneath 
the earth stands the mold of dry-burnt clay. Nobody 
looks at them. One-armed Franz starts tilting his third 
beaker and strokes his shoulder stump. The stump burns 
and burns. A clever hound, that Willy, a damned clever 
hound. The boys drag the table out and throw the straw 
mattress through the window. One of them has come 
along with an accordion, he’s sitting on the footstool by 
the door, wheezing away at it. My Johnnie, he’s the one 
who can, my Johnnie’s the essence of a man. 

They carouse merrily, their coats off, swigging, brawl- 
ing, sweating. If anyone can, it’s Johnnie, my man. Then 
Franz Biberkopf gets up, pays, and says to himself: ?m 
not a youngster any more, to go around raising hell, and 
then I ain’t crazy about it either, gotta get some money. 
Where I get it from, don’t matter. 

Cap on and off he goes. 
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Two men are sitting in Rosenthaler Strasse at noon, 
ladling out pea soup; one has the Berliner Zeitung be- 
side him. He laughs: “Fearful domestic tragedy in West- 
ern Germany.” “What do you mean, what’s that to 
laugh at?” “Listen to this: ‘A father throws his three 
children into the water.’ Three at one stroke. A rambunc- 
tious fellow, all right.” “Where’d it happen?” “Hamm, 
in Westphalia. That’s some mess. Boy, he musta had it 
full up to here. But you can depend on a fellow like him, 
all right. Wait a minute, let’s see what he did with the 
wife. Musta given her—nope, she did it on her own, did 
it beforehand. Whatcha say to that? A gay lil family 
that, Max, they know how to live. Letter from wife: De- 
ceiver! With an exclamation point, he ought to hear that! 
As Iam tired of leading this life, I have decided to jump 
into the canal. Get yourself a rope and hang yourself. 
Julia. Full stop.” He doubles up with laughter. “There’s 
not much harmony in that family: the canal for her and 
the rope for him. The wife says: hang yourself, and he 
throws the children into the water. The man didn’t listen 
to her. Nothing could come from a marriage like that.” 

They are two elderly men, construction-workers from » 
Rosenthaler Strasse. One disapproves of what the other 
is saying. ““That’s a sad case, if you was to see a thing like 
that in the theater or read it in a book, it’d make you 
blubber!” “You maybe. But, Max, tell me, is anybody 
going to cry over such things as that, what for?” “The 
wife, three children, say, stop.” “The way I’m made, I 
get fun out of that, I like that man; of course, you might 
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feel sorry for the children, but to get rid of the whole 
family at one stroke like that, I got a sort of respect 
for that, and then—” He explodes again: “And then I 
think like this, you can say what you want, but I think 
it’s all so terribly funny, the way they squabble up to the 
last. The wife says, he’s to get a rope, and he says: Not 
on your life, Julia, and chucks the children into the 
water.” ; 

The other puts on steel-rimmed glasses and reads the 
story again: “The man is still alive. They got him. Well, 
I wouldn’t like to be in his skin, you bet.” “Who knows? 
You don’t know nothin’.” “Well, I know that, all right.” 
“You know, I kin imagine it. He’s sitting in his cell, 
smoking his tobacco, if he can get any, and says: ‘You 
can all— ” “So you think you know something. Pangs of 
conscience, me boy. Either he’s bawling in his cell or not 
saying anything. He can’t get to sleep. Say, man, why 
yow’re talkin’ yourself into a sin.” “I say no to that. I bet 
he can sleep fine. If he’s that rambunctious, he can sleep 
well and probably eat and drink better than he did out- 
side. I guarantee you that.” The other looks at him curi- 
ously. “Then he must be a rotten dog. If they cut his 
head off, sure, I'll give em my blessing.” “You're right, 
too! He’d say the same thing. You're absolutely right.” 
“Well, now, let’s cut out all that rubbish. I’m goin’ to 
order some pickle.” “It certainly is interesting though, a 
paper like that. A dirty dog, but maybe he’s sorry about 
it now, there’s many a man goes further than he meant 
to.” “I’m gonna take pig’s head with pickle.” “Me too.” 
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Another Man needs another Calling, too, or maybe 
None at all 


WHEN you notice the first hole in your sleeve, then you 
know it’s high time to get busy about a new suit. Be sure 
to go at once to the right house where you will find a 
comprehensive choice, displayed in nice bright rooms, 
upon wide tables, of all the clothing you may need. 

“T can’t do nothin’, you can say whatever you please, 
Frau Wegner: a man with one arm, and when it’s the 
right one at that, is a goner.” “That certainly is true, it’s 
hard, Herr Biberkopf, but then a man needn’t go around 
yapping and making such a face. Why, a body gets really 
scared 0’ you.” “Well, what am I going to do with one 
arm?” “Take the dole, or maybe you might open up a 
little stand 0’ some sort.” “What king of a stand?” “Oh, 
papers or dry-goods or garters or neckties in front of 
Tietz’s or some such place.” “Newsstand?” “Or fruit, a 
fruit business.” “I’m too old for that, a man’s got to be 
younger for that.” 

That’s too much like the old days, I won’t fool with 
that any more. I don’t want to, and so that’s that. 

“You ought to have a sweetheart, Herr Biberkopf, 
she’d tell you all about it and help you when you needed 
it. She could help to pull the wagon or take charge of the 
stand when you have to go away somewhere.” 

Cap on and downstairs, it’s all rot, the next thing Pll 
be strapping a hurdy-gurdy on my shoulder and go toot- 
ing around town. Where’s Willy? 

“Flowdy, Willy.” Presently Willy says: “Nope, you 
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can’t do much. But if you’re clever, you can do some- 
thing, anyway. If I let you have something every day, for 
instance, to sell or get rid of quietly, and you’ve got good 
friends and can keep mum, you can sell the stuff and earn 
pretty well with it.” 

And so Franz agrees. He’|I do it, absolutely. He wants 
to stand on his own feet. Something that’ll get him some 
money quick—that’s what he wants. Work, a lot o’ rot. 
As for newspapers, to hell with ’em, and he gets in a 
rage when he sees those nincompoops, the paper- 
peddlers, and sometimes wonders how anybody can be 
so pig-headed as to work his head off when others go 
riding by in motor-cars. Not for me. That was once upon 
a time, old boy. Tegel prison, the avenue of black trees, 
houses that totter, roofs threatening to fall on your head, 
and Tve got to be decent! Funny, Franz Biberkopf 
simply has to be respectable—what do you say to that, 
eh, it’s killing, ain’t it? Too funny, I musta got soft in 
the head from prison. Completely gone off my noodle. 
Gotta have money, gotta earn money, a man needs 
money. 


So now you see Franz Biberkopf in the réle of a fence, 
a criminal, the other man has another calling, and the 
worst is yet to come. 

The woman is arrayed in purple and scarlet color and 
decked with gold and precious stones and pearls, having 
a golden cup in her hand. She laughs. And upon her 
forehead is a name written, MYSTERY, BABYLON THE 
GREAT, THE MOTHER OF HARLOTS AND ABOMINATIONS OF 
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THE EARTH. And I saw the woman drunken with the 
blood of the saints, and with the blood of the martyrs. 
The whore of Babylon sitteth upon many waters, drunken 
with the blood of the saints. 

What kind of togs did Franz Biberkopf wear when he 
lived in Herbert Wischow’s house? 

What does he wear now? An immaculate summer suit 
bought on a bargain counter for 20 marks cash down. 
For special occasions an iron cross on his left breast, which 
he wears as a justification of his missing arm. He enjoys 
the respect of passers-by and the anger of proletarians. 

He looks like a well-fed, good-natured saloon-keeper 
or butcher, with creases in his trousers, glove and a derby 
hat. Just in case he should need them, he has papers 
with him, false papers, the papers of a certain Franz 
Racker, who died in 1922 during the riots, and whose 
papers have already helped a lot of others before. Franz 
knows everything that’s written on that paper by heart, 
where the parents live, when they were born, how many 
sisters have you, what work have you, when did you last 
work, everything a bull might ask, the rest will be plain 
sailing. 


That happened in June. In the wonderful month of 
June, the butterfly emerged after its pupal stage was 
over. And Franz is by way of flourishing nicely, when 
Herbert Wischow and Eva arrive from Zoppot. A num- 
ber of things had happened at the spa, it’s a long story, 
and Franz hears it all with pleasure. Eva’s stock-broker 
had bad luck. Things went well at gambling, but just the 
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day when he drew 10,000 marks from the bank, some- 
body stole the money from his hotel room while he was 
dining with Eva. Funny, a thing like that happening! 
The room neatly opened with a false key, his gold watch 
gone, as well as 5000 marks which he had left lying in 
the drawer of the bedside table. Shockingly careless, no 
doubt, but who would imagine a thing like that? That 
thieves should be able to get into a first-class hotel! 
Where does the watchman keep his eyes? I shall bring a 
suit against you, is there no protection here? We are not 
responsible for valuables left in the rooms. The fellow 
bullies Eva, because she had rushed him down to din- 
ner in such a hurry, and why? Just to see that baron, next 
time you'll be kissing his hands out of respect, you’ll send 
him a box of candy out of my pocket! You forget your- 
self, my dear Ernst. And the 5000 marks? Can I help it? 
Oh, let’s go home. The banker grumbles: Not a bad idea, 
anything to get away from here. 

Herbert continues to live in Elsasser Strasse, while 
Eva has to occupy a smart room in the West End, that’s 
nothing new to her; she says to herself, itll only last a 
short time, then he’ll have enough of me, and Ill move 
back to Elsasser Strasse. 

Even now, on the train, as she sits in a first-class com- 
partment with her banker, suffering his caresses with 
boredom and feigned enjoyment, she begins to dream: 
Wonder what Franz is doing. And when her banker 
gets out before Berlin and she is alone in the compart- 
ment, she shudders with anxiety; Franz is gone again! 
What joy and surprise, what a dropping of jaws then, for 
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Herbert and Eva and Emil, when, on July 4th (Wednes- 
day) there enters—well, you can imagine it, can’t you? 
Clean, spick-and-span, the I. C. clamped to his heroic 
chest, his dog-like brown eyes as devoted as ever, his 
warm manly fist and strong handclasp; that’s Franz 
Biberkopf. Keep steady now, or you’ll lose your balance. 
Emil knows about the transformation already, he feasts 
his eyes on Herbert and Eva. Franz is a real dude. “Boy, 
so yow’re washing your feet in champagne these days!” 
That’s how pleased Herbert is. Eva sits there and does 
not understand. Franz carries his empty right sleeve in 
his pocket, at any rate the arm hasn’t grown again. She 
falls on his neck and kisses him. “Lord, Franz, darling, 
there we were sitting and racking our brains trying to 
guess what Franz was doing, we were so afraid, you can’t 
imagine it!” Franz makes the rounds, kisses Eva, kisses 
Herbert and Emil, too. “What a lotta bunk, to be afraid 
about me!” He winks slyly: “And how do you like me as 
a war hero with my swell coat?” Eva chuckles: “But 
what’s happened, what’s happened? Why, I’m ever so 
happy about the way you look!” “And me, too.” “And 
who are you going with now, Franz?” “Going with? Oh, 
yes. Nope, nope. Nothin’ doin’. I ain’t got no girl.” He 
starts off telling his story and promises Herbert he’lI pay 
back all his money, to the last pfennig, to the very last 
pfennig, yes, in a few months it’lI all be paid off. Herbert 
and Eva laugh. Herbert flashes a brown thousand-mark 
bill in front of Franz’s eyes. “Want it, Franz?” Eva 
begs: “Take it, Franz.” “Nothin’ doin’. Don’t need it, no, 
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sir! Tell you what, we’ll have a drink on that thousand 
downstairs, eh, that’s the stuff!” 


A Girl bobs up. Franz is in Clover again 


Tuey give their blessing to everything Franz does. Eva 
is still in love with Franz, and would gladly get him a 
girl. He resists, I know that girl, no, you don’t, neither 
does Herbert, where did you get to know her, she hasn’t 
been in Berlin long, she’s from Bernau, she used to turn 
up every evening at the Stettin station, and I got to know 
her there and told her: Yow’ll get into trouble, child, if 
you don’t quit that and keep on running into town, no- 
body here in Berlin can keep going like that. Then she 
laughed and said she just wanted to have some fun. Well, 
y’see, Franz—Herbert knows the story already, Emil 
too—one day at twelve she sits there in the café. I walk 
up to her and ask her: well, what kind o’ face is that 
yowre making there, girlie, mustn’t start any nonsense 
here! Then she starts crying about how she had to go 
to the police-station, had no papers, a minor, too, and 
don’t dare go home. They kicked her out where she was 
working, because the police asked about her, and her 
mother kicked her out, too. So she says: Just because I 
try to have a little fun? What’s a body to do in Bernau at 
night? 

Emil listens, as usual, with his arms propped up, and 
says: “The girl’s quite right. I know Bernau myself. 
Nothin’ doing there at night.” 
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Eva speaks: “Well, ’m lookin’ after the kid a bit, but 
I won’t let her go to Stettin station any more.” 

Herbert is smoking an imported cigar: “If you're a 
man who knows what’s what, Franz, then maybe you 
kin make something out of the gal. ve seen her. She’s 
got class.” 

Emil observes: “A bit young, but she’s got class all 
right. Solid bones.” They go on tippling. 


Next day at noon sharp the girl knocks at his door, 
and Franz is enraptured at first sight. Eva had made his 
mouth water, and he’d like to please Eva, too. But this 
one’s really a knockout, first-class, a wow, he’s never 
found anything like this in his cook-book. She’s a small 
person, in her little thin white dress with her bare arms 
she looks like a schoolgirl, she has soft slow movements 
and in a flash is right beside him. She’s been there hardly 
half an hour, and now he can’t imagine his room minus 
the little minx. Her real name is Emilie Parsunke, but 
she’d rather be called Sonia, that’s how Eva always ad- 
dressed her, because she has such Russian cheekbones. 
“And Eva,” the girl cajoles him, “why Eva’s name’s not . 
really Eva, her name’s Emilie like mine. Didn’t she tell 
me that herself?” 

Franz rocks her on his lap, struck by the trim, taut 
wonder of her, and is flabbergasted by this bit of sun- 
shine the good Lord’s sent to his home. Wonderful how 
things go up and down in life. He knows who the man 
“was who baptized Eva, wasn’t it he himself? She was 
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his girl before Ida, if only he’d stayed with Eva! Well, 
he’s got this girl now. . . 

But it’s only for a day that he lets her name be Sonia, 
then he starts pleading—he can’t abide such foreign 
names. If she’s from Bernau, she must have another 
name, surely. He has had a lot of girls before, he says, 
as she can guess, but never one called Marie. He’d like to 
have a Marie. And so he calls her “his Miezeken.” 


It isn’t long—about the beginning of July—before he 
has a nice experience with her. It’s not a child on the way, 
nor is she sick. It’s something else, something that hits 
Franz right in the solar plexus, but it doesn’t turn out 
badly. That’s the time Stresemann goes to Paris, or per- 
haps he doesn’t, at Weimar a ceiling crashes down in the 
telegraph office, and maybe a man out of work traipses 
along after his sweetheart, who’s gone to Graz with an- 
other fellow, and then shoots them both dead and lodges 
a bullet in his own head, as well. Such’things will hap- 
pen in any weather, and the wholesale dying of the fish 
in the Weissen Elster fits in with the picture. When one 
reads things like that, it’s striking; but if one is on the 
spot it doesn’t seem so impressive, as a matter of fact, 
something is always happening in every household. 

Franz often stands in front of the pawnshop on Alte 
Schénhauser Strasse, inside in the loan parlor he palavers 
with first one and then the other, they all know each 
other, Franz studies the newspaper column of purchases 
and sales; at noon he meets Mieze. Then, all at once, it 
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strikes him as queer that Mieze should be so hurried and 
excited when she comes to Aschinger’s on the Alex, 
which is where they eat. She says she overslept—but 
there’s something odd about the girl’s manner. He for- 
gets that right away, the lassie is so tender, unbelievably 
so, and in their room everything’s so spick and span with 
flowers and doilies and ribbons everywhere, just like a 
little girl’s room. And it’s always so well aired, and 
sprayed with lavender water that he is right pleased when 
they come home together at night. And in bed, she’s as 
soft as a feather, and still just as quiet and gentle and 
happy as she was at first. But she’s always a bit grave, 
and he can’t quite make her out. Wonder if she’s think- 
ing about something when she sits there doing nothing, 
and what’s she thinking about. If he asks her, she always 
laughs and says: she isn’t thinking about anything at all. 
A person can’t be thinking about something all day long. 
And so it seems to him, too. 

But there’s a letter-box on the door with Franz’s name 
on it, his alias, that is: Franz Racker, which he always 
gives for advertisements and for the mail. One day 
Mieze tells him she had distinctly heard the postman put | 
something in the box before noon and when she went 
to fetch it, there was nothing. Franz wonders about it 
and asks what that could mean. Mieze thinks someone 
must have fished it out; it must be the people across the 
way, they’re always looking through the peephole, and 
they probably saw the postman come and then they took 
it out. Franz gets red in the face with rage, and thinks to 
himself: gosh, maybe somebody’s after me. So in the 
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evening he knocks on the door across the way; a woman 
appears and says right away she’ll call her husband. An 
old man steps up—his wife is younger, the man’s prob- 
ably 60, the woman 30; Franz asks him if a letter has 
been left there for him by mistake. The man looks at his 
wife. “Has a letter been left here? I just got home.” “No, 
nobody left a letter here.” “When could it have hap- 
pened, Mieze?” “Around eleven, he always comes 
around eleven.” The woman says: “Yes, he always comes 
around eleven. But the young lady always gets the mail 
herself, if any comes: he always rings the bell.” “How 
come youw’re so sure about that? I once met him on the 
stairs and he gave mea letter and I put it in the box, too.” 
“T don’t know whether you put it in the box or not. Only 
I saw him give you the letter. But what’s all that got to 
do with me?” Franz: “So then there’s no letter here for 
me, Racker’s my name, and no letters have been left here 
for me?” “Lord sake’s alive, would I accept letters for 
strangers? You can see for yourself, we don’t have no 
letter-box, ’tain’t often the man comes for us.” Franz 
is annoyed and walks off with Mieze, he lifts his 
cap: “Scuse me, g’d evening!” “G’d evening, g’d eve- 
ning!” 

Then Franz and Mieze talk the matter over from 
every angle. Franz wonders if those people aren’t per- 
haps spying on him. He’s going to tell Herbert and Eva 
about it. He impresses on Mieze to tell the postman to 
ring the bell. “I’ll do it, darling, but sometimes it’s an- 
other one that comes, an extra.” 

When he comes home unawares at noon a few days 
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later, Mieze has already gone to Aschinger’s. Franz finds 
out the answer, something quite extraordinary it 1s, too, 
that gives him a nasty jar, but doesn’t hurt a great deal, 
at that. He goes into the room, which is of course empty, 
clean, too, but there’s a box of fine cigars waiting for 
him on which Mieze has put a slip of paper: “For my 
Franz,” and two bottles of Allasch. Franz is happy, and 
thinks, that gal sure knows how to take care of money, a 
man ought to marry a girl like that! He’s simply de- 
lighted, and say, how about that, she’s bought me a little 
dicky-bird too, why it’s just as if it was my birthday, well, 
just you wait, little kitten, Pll get something for you, too. 
And he feels around in his pockets for money, there’s 
the bell, yes, that’s the postman, he’s damned late today, 
it’s twelve already, I?ll tell him so, myself. 


Franz walks to the hallway, opens the door and lis- 
tens. No postman there. He waits, the man doesn’t come, 
probably talking in somebody’s room. Franz takes the 
letter out of the box and goes into the room. In the open 
envelope he finds a sealed letter with a slip on it, written 
crosswise in a disguised handwriting: “Wrongly De- © 
livered,” and an undecipherable name. It did come from 
across the hall, then, who are they spying on, anyway? 
The sealed letter is addressed to “Sonia Parsunke, care 
of Herr Franz Racker.” Now that’s funny, who does she 
get letters from, Berlin too, it’s a man. He reads—and 
an icy feeling goes through Franz: “Dearest little sweet- 
heart, how long are you going to keep a fellow hanker- 
ing for an answer—?” He can’t read any further, he sits 
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down—and before him are the cigars and the canary 
cage. 

Then Franz goes out, not to Aschinger’s, but to see 
Herbert, and he grows very white as he shows him the 
letter. Herbert confers in whispers with Eva in the next 
room. Then Eva suddenly appears, gives Herbert a kiss, 
and pushes him out, after which she falls on Franz’s 
neck: “Well, Franz darling, do I get a kiss?” He looks 
at her flabbergasted. “Let go o’ me.” “Franz darling, 
just a little kiss. Aren’t we old pals?” “Say, woman, 
what’s it all about, behave yourself, what’ll Herbert 
think?” “DPve just kicked him out; come in here, you 
can look for him if you want to.” She leads Franz 
through the room, Herbert is gone. All right, let him 
be. Eva closes the door: “So you see you can give me a 
kiss, can’t you?” She winds herself around him, and ina 
moment she’s all on fire. 

“Listen, girlie,” pants Franz, “you’re crazy, ain’t you, 
what you want with me anyway?” But she’s beside her- 
self, and he is powerless to resist her. Dumfounded, he 
pushes her off. Then something runs wild in him. He 
doesn’t know what’s come over Eva, it’s nothing but 
blind passion and savagery in both of them. Afterwards 
they lie together, biting each other on the arms and neck, 
and she lies with her back across Franz’s chest. 

Franz grunts: “You’re sure Herbert’s really not 
here?” “Doncha believe me?” “Still, it’s a swinish trick 
for me to pull on my friend.” “You're such a sweet man, 
Franz, I’m terribly in love with you.” “Say, baby, but 
yowre gonna have a lot o’ marks there on your neck.” “I 
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could eat you up, that’s how much I love you. And when 
you came in just now with that letter, why, boy, I almost 
jumped around your neck, right in front of Herbert.” 
“Eva, what’s Herbert going to say when he sees those 
tooth-marks afterwards? They’ll turn all green and 
blue.” “Oh, he won’t know about it. I’m going to my 
banker presently, and V1l say I got ’em from him.” 
“That’s all very nice, Eva, sure, and yowre my sweet 
little Eva. But I can’t stand such a filthy mess. And 
what’s the banker going to say when he sees you?” “And 
what’s auntie and granny going to say? Gee, what a ’fraid- 
cat you are!” 

Eva then pulls herself together, grabs Franz’s head, 
gives him a good squeeze and presses her hot cheeks 
against his shoulder stump. Then she takes the letter, 
gets dressed, and puts on her hat: “Now I’m goin’, 
y know what I’m gonna do, I’m goin’ to Aschinger’s 
right now and talk to Mieze.” “No, Eva, what for?” 
“Because I wanta. You stay here. Pll be back soon. 
Lemme do what I want, will you. Can’t I look after a 
young chicken like that if I wanta, with no experience and 
just come to Berlin? Well, then, Franz—” She kisses _ 
him once more, and almost gets in heat again, but then 
she pulls herself up and runs off. Franz understands 
nothing. 

That’s at 1: 30 p.m. At two-thirty she is back, grave, 
quiet, but contented, and she helps Franz, who has fallen 
asleep, into his things, swabbing his sweaty face with her 
perfume. Then she starts off, as she sits on the bureau, 
smoking cigarettes. “That Mieze, well, how she did 
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laugh, Franz! I won’t have anything said against her.” 
Franz is astonished. “No, Franz, I wouldn’t bother about 
that letter. She was still sitting at Aschinger’s waiting for 
you. I showed her the letter. And she asked me how you 
liked the booze and the canary.” “All right, then.” “Now, 
listen. Let me tell you, she didn’t bat an eye. I thought 
she was great. She’s a good girl. I didn’t hand you a 
dud.” But Franz is gloomy and impatient, what’s it all 
about anyway? Eva jumps down, taps him on the knee: 
“Yowre a dear, Franz. Can’t you understand? A gal 
likes to do something for her man, too. What does she 
get out of it when you go running around all day long, 
tending to your business and so on, and all she does is 
to make your coffee and clean up the room? She wants to 
give you something, she wants to do something for you 
that'll give you pleasure. And that’s why she does it.” 
“That’s why! You let her hand you that! So that’s why 
she cheats on me?” Eva grows serious: “Who said any- 
thing about cheating? That’s what she said right away: 
that don’t enter into the question. Suppose somebody 
does write to her—there’s nothing to it, Franz, suppose 
a fellow does happen to get stuck on her once in a while, 
and he writes to her, that’s no news to you, is it?” 
Slowly, slowly, something begins to dawn on Franz. 
So that’s the way things are. She notices that he’s begin- 
ning to understand. “Well, of course. And what of it? 
She wants to earn money. And isn’t she right? I earn my 
money, too. And it don’t suit her to let you support her, 
all the more since you can’t quite do it with your arm.” 
“That’s so.” “She told me right away. Didn’t bat an eye. 
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You bet, that’s a fine girl, you can depend on her all 
right. You must take care of yourself, she says, after all 
the trouble you had this year. And before that too, dearie, 
things didn’t go any too well for you, out there in Tegel, 
y’know what I mean. She’d be ashamed to let you sweat 
and drudge like that. So she works for you. Only she 
don’t dare say anything to you about it.” 

“Well, well,” Franz nods and lets his head sink on his 
chest. “You don’t believe me?” Eva is beside him, strok- 
ing his back. “How that girl clings to you. Me, you don’t 
want me, anyway. Or—do you, Franz?” 

He seizes her by the waist, she seats herself carefully 
on his knees, he can only hold her with one arm. He 
presses his head against her breast and says softly: 
“Yowre a good girl, Eva, stay with Herbert, he may 
need you, he’s a good guy.” She had been his friend be- 
fore Ida’s time, let sleeping dogs lie, better not start all 
over again. Eva understands. “You better go see Mieze 
now, Franz. She’s still sitting waiting at Aschinger’s or 
in front of the door. She don’t want to come home if you 
don’t want her.” 

Very silently, very gently, Franz has taken leave of. 
Eva. In front of Aschinger’s, on the side facing a photog- 
rapher’s place, he sees little Mieze standing there on the 
Alex. Franz takes his stand on the other side, in front of 
the fence around the construction work, and watches her 
a long while from behind. She walks to the corner, Franz 
follows her with his eyes. It’s a decisive moment, it’s a 
turning-point. His feet start to move. He sees her in pro- 
file, at the corner. How small she is! She is wearing 
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saucy brown shoes. Watch out, now somebody’s going to 
pick her up soon. That little blunt nose o’ hers! She’s 
looking around. Yes, I came from over there, from 
Tietz’s, but she didn’t see me. One of Aschinger’s bread- 
wagons is standing in the way. Franz walks along the 
fence as far as the corner, where the sand-heaps are; 
they’re mixing cement. Now she’ll be able to see him, 
but she doesn’t look his way. An elderly gentleman keeps 
on ogling her, she looks past him and wanders towards 
Loeser & Wolff's. Franz crosses over to the other side. 
He keeps ten steps behind her, lingering in the offing. 
It is a sunny July day, a woman offers him a nosegay for 
sale, he gives her 20 pfennigs and holds the flowers in 
his hand, but still doesn’t come any nearer. Not yet. But 
the flowers have a nice smell; she put some in the room 
today, and a canary cage, and some drinks, as well. 

Then she turns around. She sees him at once, he has 
some flowers in his hand, he did come after all. She flies 
up to him, her face aglow, it glows a moment, flares up, 
when she sees the flowers in his left hand. Then it turns 
pale, only a few red splotches remain. 

His heart beats a tattoo. She grasps him by the arm, 
and they walk along the pavement to Landsberger 
Strasse, not saying a word. From time to time she glances 
furtively at the wildflowers he holds in his hand, but 
Franz looks straight ahead as he walks beside her. The 
No. 19 autobus thunders past, yellow, two-storied, full 
from top to bottom. An old poster clings to the con- 
struction fence to the right. The National Business and 
Tradesmen’s party, impossible to cross the street, those 
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cars from Police Headquarters have the right of way. 
When they come to the poster column with “Persil” on 
it, across the way, Franz remembers that he is still hold- 
ing the nosegay, and wants to give it her. And as his 
eyes look down at his hand, he asks himself again, sigh- 
ing, he can’t make up his mind—shall I give her the 
flowers, or shall I not? Ida, but what’s that got to do 
with Ida, Tegel, how I love that kid. 

And when they reach the little island where the “Per- 
sil” poster is, he can’t help but press the flowers into her 
hand. She has looked up at him several times beseech- 
ingly, but he did not speak; now she clasps his left fore- 
arm and, lifting his hand, presses it to her face, which 
flares up again. The warmth from her face streams 
through him. Then she stands there alone, as she lets his 
arm fall loosely, and her head seems to droop of its own 
accord onto her left shoulder. She whispers to Franz, who 
holds her anxiously by the waist: “It’s nothing, Franz, 
don’t bother.” They walk diagonally across the square, 
where Hahn’s department store is being pulled down, 
and then on farther. Mieze is walking quite upright 
again. “Whatcha standing up so straight for, Mieze?” - 
She presses F'ranz’s arm: “I was so afraid a while ago.” 
She turns her head away, tears fill her eyes, but she soon 
manages to laugh again before he notices anything; those 
were terrible hours! 


They’re upstairs in his room, the girl, in her white 
dress, sits in front of him, on a footstool; they have 
opened the windows as it has become burning hot, heavy 
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and sultry. He sits on the sofa in his shirt-sleeves, and 
keeps looking at the girl. He certainly is in love with her! 
Gee, I’m glad she’s here! What pretty little hands you 
have, baby! Pll buy you a pair of kid gloves, just you 
wait; and then you'll get a nice blouse, too, do whatever 
you want, it’s nice to have you here. I’m so glad you're 
back again, damn it all. He nestles his head on her lap. 
He pulls her over to him, can’t have his fill of looking at 
her, hugging her, caressing her. Now I’m a human being 
again, now I’m a man again, no, I won’t letcha go, I 
won’t, never again, no matter what happens. He opens 
his mouth: “Miezeken, baby, you can do whatever you 
want, I won’t letcha go.” 

How happy they are! Their arms around each other’s 
shoulders, they watch the canary. Mieze looks for her 
hand-bag, and shows Franz the letter that had come at 
noon. “And you got so upset about the rot that fellow 
wrote!” She crumples it up and throws it on the floor 
behind her: “Say, kid, I could show you a whole package 
of stuff like that.” 


Defensive War against Bourgeois Society 


Tue following days Franz Biberkopf walks abroad again 
in great tranquillity. No longer is he so taken up with this 
shady business of acting the go-between from one fence 
to another, or from the fence to the purchasers. He just 
doesn’t give a damn if a job doesn’t come off. Franz has 
time, patience, and calm. If the weather were better, he 
would do what Mieze and Eva suggested to him: go to 
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Swinemiinde and give himself a little treat, but there’s _ 
nothing doing on account of the weather, it’s raining and 
pouring and drizzling every day; it’s cold, too. In 
Hoppegarten whole trees have been uprooted, what must 
it be like out there! Franz is on great terms with Mieze 
and goes around with her all the time, running in and 
out at Herbert and Eva’s. Of course, Mieze also has 
a gentleman friend in good circumstances, whom Franz 
knows. Franz is supposed to be her husband, and he oc- 
casionally likes to get together with one or the other of 
her men friends, when the three of them eat and drink 
amiably at the same table. 

To what heights has our Franz Biberkopf now at- 
tained! How well off he is, how things have changed for 
him! He was on the point of death, and what a resurrec- 
tion now! What a satiated creature he has become, one 
who lacks nothing, neither in the line of food, drink, nor 
clothing. He’s got a girl who makes him happy, he’s got 
money, more than he needs, all the debt to Herbert has 
been paid off, Herbert, Eva, and Emil are his friends, 
and they wish him well. For days on end he sits around 
at Herbert and Eva’s, waits for Mieze or rides out to 
Miiggel Lake, where he goes canoeing with two other 
men: for each day Franz is getting more active and 
stronger in his left arm. From time to time, he also lis- 
tens in around Miinzstrasse, or around the pawnshop. 


You swore, Franz Biberkopf, you would stay straight. 
You led a rotten life, you got under the wheels, in the 
end you killed Ida and did time for it, that was terrible. 
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And now? Yov’re sitting on the same old spot. Ida’s 
name is Mieze, and one of your arms is gone, but look out, 
yow'll take to boozing, too, and everything will start all 
over again, only much worse this time, and that’ll be the 
end of you. — 

—Hiot air, can I help it, did I force myself to become 
a pimp? A lotta bunk, I say. I did what I could, that’s 
me. I did everything a man kin do. I let ’em drive over 
my arm—I’I] tell the world! I just got about enough of 
it! Didn’t I go out peddling, didn’t I ankle around from 
morning till night? Now I got my dander up! No, I 
ain’t respectable. I’m a pimp. I don’t feel ashamed about 
that, either. And what are you living off of, off of some- 
thing different from other people, I suppose? Do I put 
the screws on anybody, say? 

—Yow’l] end in prison, Franz, somebody’s gonna stick 
a knife in your guts, yet. 

—Let ’em just start with a knife. First, they’ll have 
to try mine! 


The German Reich is a Republic, and whoever doesn’t 
believe it gets one in the neck. In K6penicker Strasse 
at Michaelkirchstrasse there is a meeting, the hall is long 
and narrow; workers, young men with Schiller collars 
and green collars sit in rows one behind the other, girls 
and women and pamphlet-sellers circulate through the 
hall. On the stage behind the table, between two other 
men, is a stout, half-bald man; he agitates, baits, laughs, 
and solicits successively. 

“And when you get down to it, we’re not here to talk 
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into thin air. Let’s leave that to the fellows in the Reichs- 
tag! \Somebody once asked one of our comrades if he 
wouldn’t like to get into the Reichstag. Into the Reichs- 
tag with its golden cupola overhead and club-chairs be- 
low. Says he: Y’know, comrade, if I was to do that and 
go into the Reichstag, it’d be just one more scoundrel. 
We got no time to talk through our hats, comrades, no 
phoney stuff for us. The communists say in all sincerity: 
We’re out to pursue a policy of exposure. We’ve seen 
what comes out of that; the communists got corrupted 
themselves, and we need waste no words on their policy 
of exposure. It’s all a big swindle, even a blind man can 
see all there is to expose in Germany, and for that we 
don’t have to go to the Reichstag, but a man who can’t 
see that, why there’s nothing to be done for him, with or 
without the Reichstag. That hot-air shop is good for noth- 
ing except to soft-soap the people, and all the parties 
know it, except the so-called representatives of the work- 
ing classes. | 

“Our pious socialists. Well, we already see religious 
socialists in the party, and that’s the last straw: they’ve 
all got to get religion, so let them run after the priests! _ 
For it don’t matter whether the man they all run to is 
a priest or a bonze, the only thing is: obey. (A voice in 
the audience: And believe.) Why, that’s understood. The 
socialists want nothing, know nothing, can do nothing. 
They always have a majority in the Reichstag, but they 
don’t know what to do with it, beg pardon, yes, they do: 
they give them club-chairs to sit on, cigars to smoke, and 
ministerial jobs. For that the workers gave them their 
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votes, for that they’ve given the pennies from their. 
pockets every pay-day: just another fifty or hundred 
men who’re going to line their purses at the expense of 
the workers. The socialists don’t conquer political power, 
it’s political power that conquers the socialists. We get 
old as a jackass every day, and are always learning, so 
they say, but such a jackass as the German worker is yet 
to be born. Again and again German workers take their 
ballots in their hands, go to the polls, and vote and think 
to themselves: well, that’s done. They say: we want to 
make our voices resound in the Reichstag; well, they’d 
do better to found a singing-club! 

“Comrades, men and women, we’re not going to touch 
a ballot, we’re not going to take part in the election. A 
Sunday picnic is better for our health, is what I say. And 
why? Because the voter is hidebound by legality. But 
legality is the brute force, the violence of the ruling class. 
Those tub-thumpers want to mislead us into putting a 
good face on it, they want to humbug us, to prevent our 
realizing what legality means. But we won’t vote, be- 
cause we know well what legality means and what the 
state is, and there are no holes and doors by which we can 
penetrate into it. At best, as official donkeys or beasts of 
burden. And that’s what the electioneers are out for. 
They want to decoy us and train us as their official don- 
keys. They attained their aim long ago with the ma- 
jority of workers. We in Germany are trained in the 
spirit of legality. But, comrades, you cannot marry fire 
and water, the worker must understand that. 

“The bourgeois parties and the socialists and com- 
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munists shout in a joyful chorus: All blessings come 
from above. From the State, from Law, from Order in 
the highest. But look at the way it works. Certain liber- 
ties have been set down in the constitution for everybody 
who lives in the state. They’ve been set down, all right. 
But the liberty we need, no one will give us, we must 
take it ourselves. This constitution is out to batter down 
the constitution of reasonable people, for what can you 
do, comrades, with rights which are only on paper, with 
coded liberty? If you look for liberty anywhere, up 
comes a cop and knocks you over the bean; if you yell: 
what’s the matter, the code says so and so, then he re- 
plies: None o’ your lip, citizen, and he’s right, he doesn’t 
recognize any constitution, only his own regulations, and 
he’s got a club for that, and you’ve got to keep your 
damned mouth shut. 

“Soon there won’t be any possibility for strikes in the 
principal industries. Youve got the guillotine of the 
arbitration committees on your necks, and it’s only under 
that you can move freely. 

“Comrades, men and women, you vote again and 
again, and you say, this time it’ll be better, just watch | 
us, a little effort, spread your propaganda at home, in 
the factory, only five more votes, ten more, twelve more, 
just wait, then you'll see, then we’ll get things going. 
Yep. Yow’ ll get ’em going. Just an eternal blind circle, 
everything going round the same old way. Parliamenta- 
rism prolongs the misery of the workers. They may talk 
of a crisis of justice, and indeed justice ought to be re- 
formed, reformed lock, stock, and barrel, the juridical 
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body should be renewed, it should be made republican, 
constitutional, just. But we don’t want new judges. We 
want, instead of this justice, no justice at all. We must 
overthrow all state institutions by direct action. We have 
the weapon: Refusal of labor. All wheels at a standstill. 
But that’s not a song to be sung out loud. As for us, com- 
rades, we must refuse to be lulled to sleep by parliamen- 
tarism, social service, and all such social-political bun- 
combe. We have only one enemy, the government, and 
our watchwords are: anarchy and self-help.” 


Franz walks around the room accompanied by the 
clever boy Willy, listens in here and there, and buys a 
few pamphlets which he stuffs into his pocket. He is not 
made for politics, but Willy hammers away at him and 
Franz listens curiously. He touches it with his fingers, 
it touches him, then again it does not touch him. But he 
does not leave Willy. 

—The existing social order is based upon the economic, 
political, and social enslavement of the working class. 
It is expressed in the rights of property, monopoly of 
possession, and in the state monopoly of power. Not the 
satisfaction of natural human needs, but the expectation 
of profit is at the basis of modern production. Every 
technical advance multiplies the wealth of the possess- 
ing classes to an infinite degree, in shameless contrast to 
the misery of vast sections of the community. The state 
works for the protection of the privileges of the possess- 
ing class, and for the oppression of the teeming masses, 
it acts with weapons of cunning and force for the preser- 
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vation of monopoly and class distinction. With the gene- 
sis of the state begins an age of artificial organization 
from above down. The individual thus becomes an autom- 
aton, a dead wheel in a vast mechanism. We must 
rouse ourselves! We do not, like all other parties, strive 
for the conquest of political power, but for its radical 
elimination. Do not work with the so-called legislative 
bodies: the slave is invited there only in order that he 
may impress the seal of law upon his own slavery. We 
reject all arbitrarily established political and national 
frontiers. Nationalism is the religion of the modern state. 
We reject every national unity: behind that lurks the 
rule of the owning classes, comrades, wake up!— 
Franz Biberkopf swallows what Willy gives him to 
swallow. There follows a debate after the meeting, and 
they stay on and join ina discussion with an older worker. 
Willy knows him; the worker thinks that Willy is a 
comrade from the same trade as his own, and urges him 
to agitate more effectively. Cocky Willy just laughs and 
laughs: “Say, since when are we co-workers? I’m not em- 
ployed by the coal barons.” “Well, then, do something, 
wherever you are, wherever you work.” “I don’t have to. 
do nothin’. Where I work, they all learnt long ago what 
they got to do.” Willy leans over the table, he laughs so 
hard. That’s a lot of bunk, he pinches Franz’s leg, one 
of these days a fellow’ll come running around here with 
a pastepot, sticking up posters for em. He laughs at the 
workman, who has long iron-gray hair and wears his 
shirt open at his chest: “You sell those papers, eh, the 
Priests’ Mirror, the Black Flag, and the Atheist? But 
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did you ever look to see what’s in ’em?” “Now, listen 
here, comrade, you needn’t open your trap half that 
wide. Me, I’m gonna show you what I wrote myself.” 
“Aw, cut it out. Wanta show off, don’t you? But one of 
these days maybe you'll read what you wrote yourself 
and stick to it. F’r instance; it says here: Civilization and 
Technology. Listen: ‘Egyptian slaves spent many dec- 
ades working without machines to build a royal grave; 
European workers toil at machines for decades to build 
a private fortune. Progress? Perhaps. But for whom?’ 
Well, Pll be going to work myself one of these days so 
that Krupp in Essen or Borsig may have a thousand 
marks more a month, like a sort of Berlin king. Say, old 
man, if I look straight atcha, what do I see anyway? 
Youw’re out to be a man of direct action. Where do you 
keep it, eh? I don’t see nothing. D’you see anything, 
Franz?” “Aw, leave him go, Willy.” “Now, tell me, 
Franz, if you can see what’s the difference between this 
comrade here and a fellow from the Socialist Party.” 

The worker settles himself solidly in his chair. Willy: 
“For myself, I don’t see no difference, comrade, and 
that’s a fact. The only difference is on paper, in the news- 
papers. All right, as far as I am concerned, have it your 
way. But watcha gonna do with it, that’s what Id like 
to know. And if you want to ask me what you do, why, 
then [’ll answer right off the bat: exactly the same thing 
as a man from the S. P. Exactly, precisely the same 
thing: you stand in front of a turning-lathe, you carry 
your coupla pfennigs home with you, and your corpo- 
ration pays out dividends on your work. European 
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workers toil at machines for decades to build a private 
fortune. I guess you wrote that by yourself.” 

The gray-haired worker lets his eyes rove from Franz 
to Willy, he looks around again and sees a few men 
standing at the bar behind him. The worker moves closer 
to the table and whispers: “Well, what do you do?” 
Willy flashes across to Franz: “You tell him.” Franz 
doesn’t want to at first, he says political conversations do 
not interest him. But the gray-haired worker keeps ham- 
mering away at him: “This here is no political conversa- 
tion. We are just talking about ourselves. What kind of 
work do you do?” 

Franz draws himself up in his chair and grabs his beer- 
mug and looks steadily at the anarchist. There is a mower, 
death yclept. In the mountains will I take up a weeping 
and a wailing, and for the habitation of the wilderness a 
lamentation, because they are burned up so that none can 
pass through them, both the fowl of the heavens and 
the beast are fled, they are gone. 

“What I work at, I can tell you that, my friend, for 
I’m not a comrade. I go about, do a bit here and there, 
but I don’t do any work, I let other people work for me.” ° 

He’s giving me a lot of bunk, they’re poking fun at me. 
“Then you must be an employer, with people working 
under you, how many have you got? And what do you 
want here, anyway, if you’re a capitalist?” I will make 
Jerusalem heaps, and a den of dragons, and I will lay 
the cities of Judah desolate, without an inhabitant. 

“Say, don’t you see I only got one arm. The other 
one’s gone. That’s what I paid for working. That’s why 
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I don’t want to listen to any more talk about respectable 
work, get me?” Get that, get that, open your lamps, shall 
I buy you a pair of specs, eh, go ahead and make goggle- 
eyes all you want. “Nope, can’t say I understand yet, 
pardner, what kind of work you're in. If it ain’t respect- 
able, why, I guess it must be a disreputable sort 0” job.” 

Franz bangs his fist on the table, points his finger at 
the anarchist and thrusts his head towards him: “Y’see, 
he’s tumbled to it now! That’s it, all right! Disreputable. 
All your decent work is slavery, didn’t you say so your- 
self, that’s what decent work is. Yep, and that’s what I 
found out.” Spotted that without you, too, didn’t need 
your help for that, you soft-soaper, you ink-splasher, you 
bunk-artist. 

The anarchist, who is a skilled mechanic, has lean 
white hands. He looks at his finger-tips and muses: It’s 
a good thing to show up such crooks, they compromise 
a fellow. I’m gonna call somebody to listen to him. He 
gets up, but Willy holds him back: “Where you going, 
old man? Are we through already? You better settle 
things up with my pal here first. Trying to slip off, eh?” 
“Tm just going to get a fellow to listen to this, yow’re 
two against one.” “What’s that, you say you’re gonna 
get somebody? But I don’t want anybody. Here, what 
were ye saying to my friend here?” The anarchist sits 
down again, we’ll have it out alone, then. “So he’s not a 
comrade, and he’s not a fellow-worker. For he don’t 
work. And he don’t seem to be getting the dole, either.” 

Franz’s face grows hard, his eyes are glaring: “Nope, 
he don’t do that.” “Then he’s no comrade of mine and 
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no fellow-worker, and he’s not one of the unemployed, 
either. Well, I only ask one thing and all the rest don’t 
matter a damn: what’s he after here?” Franz looks at 
him with grim decision: “I just been waiting for you to 
ask that: Whatcha want here? You people here sell all 
kinds o’ papers and pamphlets, and when I start asking 
you what it’s all about, what’s in ’em, you say: How’s 
it come you ask me that? What do you want here? Didn’t 
you write yourself all about that damned wage slavery 
and how we are just outcasts who don’t dare to move!” 
Awake, you pariahs of the earth, doomed by all to 
starve! “Well then, you didn’t listen to the rest. When 
I spoke about refusal to work. First of all a fellow has got 
to work.” “I refuse to.” “That’s no use to us. You might 
just as well go to bed. I was talking about strikes, mass 
strikes, general strikes.” 

Franz raises his arm and laughs, he’s furious now. 
“And what you’re doing now, you call that direct ac- 
tion? Running around pasting up posters and making 
speeches? And in the meantime you go and make the 
capitalists all the stronger. Say, comrade, you bonehead, 
yow’re turning out the shells they’11 shoot you down with . 
and that’s what you want to preach to me? Willy, whatcha 
say to that? You could knock me down with a feather.” 
“T ask you again, what are you working at?” “Then I 
will tell you again, nothin’! Crap! Nothin’, I tell you. 
Why should I? I can’t, anyway. According to your own 
theories, I can’t. I ain’t goin’ to make the capitalists 
stronger! As a matter of fact, I don’t give a hoot for the 
whole racket, your strikes and them little goofers that are 
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supposed to come after. A man’s got only himself, just 
himself. I look after myself. ’m a self-provider, I am!” 

The worker gulps down his seltzer-water and nods: 
“Well, then, try it out alone.” Franz laughs and laughs. 
The worker: “And I’ve told you that three dozen times 
already: you can’t do anything alone. We need a fight- 
ing organization. We’ve got to bring enlightenment to 
the masses, to cope with the despotic rule of the state 
and the economic monopoly.” Franz laughs and laughs. 
No higher being will save mankind, no Kaiser, people’s 
tribune, God, can rescue us from misery’s grind, alone 
we have to bear the rod. 

They sit opposite each other, silent now. The old 
worker in the green collar stares at Franz, who looks him 
hard in the eyes, whatcha looking at, boy, y’can’t get me, 
eh? The worker opens his mouth: “I tell you, I can see, 
comrade, I’m wasting my breath on you. You’re thick- 
skulled. Youll butt your head against the wall. You 
don’t know what the main thing for the proletariat is: 
solidarity. That you don’t know.” “Well, pardner, you 
know what, we’re going to get our hats right away and 
get along, heh, Willy? That’s enough. You're only say- 
ing the same old things over and over again.” “So I do. 
You can go down to the cellar and bury yourself if you 
want to. But you shouldn’t go to public meetings.” “Eix- 
cuse me, boss. We just had a little free half-hour. And 
now, many thanks to you. Waiter, how much is it? Here: 
I’m paying for this: three beers, two brandies, one mark 
ten, there you are, I’m paying for this, that’s direct ac- 
tion!” 
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‘What are you, anyway, mate?” The fellow won’t let 
go. Franz pockets the change. “Me? Pimp. Don’t I look 
it?” “Well, you’re not far from it.” “Me, I’m a pimp, 
get me? Did I say it or not? Well, Willy, tell him what 
you are.” “None of his business.” Hell, they’re crooks, 
sure enough. Probably true. That’s what I thought. 
Those crooks have humbugged me, the rotters, they 
wanted to pull my leg. “You're the dregs of the capi- 
talistic morass. Go ahead and beat it. Youw’re not even 
proletarians, yow’re what we call bums.” Franz is al- 
ready standing. “But we’re not going to the poor-house. . 
Good day, Herr Direct-Action. Just go on fattening the 
capitalists. Get in line at seven o’clock in the morning 
at the bone mill and get your coupla pfennigs from the 
wage-bag for the missus.” “Don’t let me see you here, 
any more!” “No, Herr Direct-Bunkaction,. we don’t 
have any dealings with the slaves of capitalists.” 

Quiet exit. On the dusty street, the two walk arm-in- 
arm. Willy breathes deeply: “You certainly gave him 
an earful, Franz.” He is astonished to hear Franz talk- 
ing in monosyllables. Franz is furious, it’s even funny 
how full of hate and rage Franz left the hall, it’s fer-. 
menting inside him, but he doesn’t know why. 

They meet Mieze at the Mocca-Fix Café in Miinz- 
strasse, where there’s a lot of noise. Franz decides to go 
home with Mieze, he wants to talk to her, sit by her. He 
tells her about the conversation with the gray-haired 
workman. Mieze is very gentle with him, but he wants 
to know if he had said the right things. She smiles, un- 
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comprehending, and strokes his hands, the bird has 
waked up, Franz sighs, she can’t calm him down. 


A Ladies’ Conspiracy, our dear Ladies have the 
Floor, Europe’s Heart does not age 


Bur Franz can’t get away from politics. (Why? What’s 
torturing you? What are you defending yourself 
against? ) He sees something there, he sees something, he 
wants to bash them all in the face, they are always bait- 
ing him, he takes to reading the Red Flag and the Un- 
employed. He often turns up with Willy at Herbert and 
Eva’s. But they don’t care for the fellow. Franz is not 
crazy about him either, but you can talk to the chap and 
he has them all beat when it comes to politics. When 
Eva begs Franz to leave that fellow, this Willy, who only 
takes his money, and is nothing better than a pickpocket, 
Franz is entirely of her opinion; in reality Franz has no 
use for politics, it’s made him sore as long as he can re- 
member. So today he promises to give Willy his walking 
papers, but the next day he is around again with the lout, 
and he takes him along canoeing. 

Eva says to Herbert: “If it wasn’t Franz and he 
hadn’t had this rotten business about his arm, I’'d know 
how to cure him.” “Yeah?” “I can promise you in two 
weeks time he won’t be going around with that young 
big-mouth any more, who’s only wheedling money out 
of him. Who goes with that fellow, anyway? First of all, 
if I were in Mieze’s place, I’d get the cops after him.” 
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“Who? Willy?” “Willy, or Franz, one or the other. I 
wouldn’t care. But they oughta know it. When he’s sitting 
in the bull-pen, he’ll realize who was right.” “Gee, Eva, 
but you're really mad at Franz.” “Yeah, that was why I 
threw Mieze his way, and her working and slaving for 
the two fellows she’s got, so Franz can do tricks like 
that? No, Franz has got to listen to reason a bit, too. Now 
he’s got only one arm, where is it all gonna end? Want- 
ing to play at politics and making the girl mad!” “Yes, 
she’s mighty mad. Told me that yesterday, too. Sits 
there, waiting for him to come home. What does a girl 
like that get out of life, anyway?” Eva kisses him: “Yes, 
I feel the same way. Suppose you were to stay away like 
that and start that kind of bunk, running around to meet- 
ings, eh, Herbert!” “Well, what would happen then, 
honey?” 

“First Pd scratch your eyes out, and then you could 
look for me in the moonshine.” “I’d like to do that, 
honey.” She gives Herbert a tap on the mouth, laughs, 
then gives him a good shaking: “T’ll tell you, I won’t 
let that kid, Sonia, get ruined, she’s too good for that. 
As if the man hadn’t burnt his fingers enough already, © 
and at that it don’t bring him in five pfennigs.” “Well, 
try to do something with our Franzeken. As long as I’ve 
known the boy, he’s been a good enough sort, but you 
might as well talk to the wall, for all he listens to what 
you say.” Eva remembers how she had wooed him, that 
was when Ida came, and later how she had warned him, 
all she had suffered through that man, and even now 
she’s not happy. 
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“I just don’t understand,” she says, standing in the 
middle of the room, “there he went and had all that 
trouble with Pums and that gang of criminals, but he 
doesn’t lift a finger. He’s nicely fixed now, sure enough, 
but an arm is an arm, after all.” “That’s what I think.” 
“He don’t like to talk about it, that’s as sure as you're 
alive. Now I’m going to tell you something, Herbert. 
Of course, Mieze knows the story about his arm. Only 
where it happened and who did it, that she don’t know. 
Pve asked her already. She don’t know nothing and 
wouldn’t like to rake it up. She’s a bit soft, that Mieze. 
Well, maybe she worries about it now, when she sits 
there all alone waiting, wondering where our Franz is, 
and, of course, he might easily come to grief again. 
Mieze cries quite enough as it is; of course, not when he’s 
around. That man just looks for trouble. He ought to 
look after his own affairs better. Mieze should make him 
get a move on in this Pums business.” “Wow!” “That’s 
better. That’s what I say. That’s what Franz ought to do. 
And if he took a knife or a pistol, wouldn’t he be doin’ 
right?” “As far as I’m concerned; I’ve always thought 
so. I certainly asked around enough myself. Those Pums 
people keep mum, all right; there’s not one of ’em 
seems to know anything.” “Certainly somebody knows 
all about it.” “Well, what can you do?” “That’s what 
Franz ought to be thinking about, and not about 
Willy and those anarchists and communists and the 
whole bunch of lousy bums that don’t get him any 
money.” “Say, Eva, mind out your fingers don’t get 
burnt with that.” 
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Eva’s gentleman friend has gone to Brussels, and so she 
can invite Mieze to her place and show her all about 
how smart folks live. That’s out of Mieze’s line, so far. 
The man is so crazy about Eva that he’s even fixed up a 
little nursery for her, where two monkeys are kept. 
“You think all that’s for my little monkeys, don’t you, 
Sonia? Yes, well, not on your life. I only put ’em there 
because it’s such a pretty little room, ain’t it, and those 
monkeys, well, Herbert just dotes on ’em, and he al- 
ways has such a lot of fun when he comes here.” “What? 
You bring him here?” “What of it? The old boy knows 
him, of course, he’s mighty jealous, but I guess it’s just 
as well. D’you think if he wasn’t jealous he wouldn’ta 
canned me long ago? He wants a child by me, imagine it, 
and that’s what the little room is for!” They laugh, it’s 
a cozy, gayly painted, beribboned little room with a low 
baby’s cot. The little monkeys climb up and down the 
bars of the bed, Eva clasps one to her breast and stares 
mistily into space: “I mighta done him that little favor 
all right, about the child, but I don’t want one from 
him. No, not from him.” “Yes, and Herbert don’t want a 
baby.” “No, but I'd like one by Herbert. Or by Franz. 
Are you angry, Sonia?” 

But Sonia does something quite different from what 
Eva expects. She gives a little scream, her features seem 
to crumple up, as she pushes the little monkey away from 
Eva’s breast and embraces Eva violently, happily, beatif- 
ically, tenderly. Eva can’t understand and turns her face 
away, when Sonia tries to kiss her again and again. “Look 
here, Eva, why, of course I’m not angry, I’m only happy 
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you like him. Tell me how much you like him? You'd 
like to have a child by him, why not tell him that?” Eva 
frees herself from the girl’s embrace. “Are you crazy, 
kid? But just tell me, Sonia, what’s wrong with you? Tell 
me truly, now: do you really want to hand him over to 
me?” “No, why should I, I want to keep him, of course, 
he’s my Franz. But yowre my Eva.” “What am I?” 
“My Eva, my Eva.” 

Eva can’t prevent Sonia from kissing her on the mouth, 
the nose, the ears, the nape of her neck; Eva keeps quite 
still, but then when Sonia nestles her face on Eva’s breast, 
she abruptly lifts Sonia’s head: “Listen, girl, are you 
queer?” “Not a bit,” she stammers, and frees her head 
from Eva’s hands, resting against Eva’s face. “I love you 
and I never knew it before! Until a minute ago when you 
said you’d like to have a child by him—” “What’s that? 
Did you suddenly go crazy?” “No Eva, I really don’t 
know.” Sonia’s face is as red as fire as she looks up at 
Eva. “You'd really like to have a child by him?” “No, I 
only said it.” “Yes, you would like one, you only said it; 
but you really do want one, you really do.” And again 
Sonia nestles on Eva’s breast, and pressing Eva to her, 
murmurs happily: “That’s lovely, that you should want 
a child by him, oh, it’s just lovely! I’m happy, ever so 
happy.” 

Eva leads Sonia into the next room and lays her on 
the sofa. “Sure, you’re queer, Sonia.” “No, Pm not 
queer, I never touched a girl before in all my life.” “But 
you'd like to touch me.” “Yes, it’s because I love you so 
and you want a child by him. And you shall have one, 
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too.” “You're crazy, kid.” She has been carried off her 
feet, and when Eva tries to get up, she clasps her hands 
tightly: “Don’t say no, please, you do want one by him, 
you must promise me that. Promise me yow'll have a 
child by him.” Eva has to use force to tear herself from 
Sonia, who lies there limply, eyes shut, moist lips a-quiver. 
- Sonia gets up and sits beside Eva at the table, on which 
the maid has set a luncheon with wine. She brings coffee 
and cigarettes for Sonia, who is still dreaming, enchanted, 
with swimming eyes. As usual, she has on a simple white 
dress. Eva is in a black silk kimono. “Well, Sonia, kid, 
can I talk reason to you now?” “There’s no law against 
it.” “How do you like it at my house?” “Swell.” “You 
do? And how about Franz, you like him, don’t you?” 
“Yes.” “Well, what I mean is, if you love Franz, you 
better look after the boy. He’s running around where no 
good can come and always with that lousy bum, Willy.” 
“Yes, he likes him.” “And how about your” “Me? Oh, 
I like him, too. If Franz likes him, then I like him too.” 
“That’s the way you are, girlie, you simply haven’t got 
any eyes, yow’re too young yet. That’s no company for 
Franz, I tell you, Herbert says so too. He’s a louse. He’ll 
lead Franz into trouble. Hasn’t he got enough already 
with that one arm of his?” 

Sonia grows pale instantly, lets her cigarette hang 
from the corner of her mouth, puts it down, and asks 
softly: “What’s the matter? For God’s sake, tell me.” 
“Who kin tell what’s the matter. I don’t run after Franz, 
nor you either. Well, I know, you ain’t got any time. 
But get him to tell you sometime where he goes. What 

380 


does he tell you, anyway?” “Oh, only politics, and I 
don’t understand that.” “So y’see that’s what he’s doin’, 
politics, and nothing but politics, with those communists 
and anarchists and such low people who ain’t got a decent 
pair of pants to their behinds. That’s what Franz is run- 
ning around with. And you like that, Sonia, is that what 
yow’re working for?” “But I can’t say to Franz he must 
come here and go there, Eva, a girl can’t do that.” “If 
you weren’t so little and not yet twenty, I’d box your 
ears for you. All of a sudden you can’t say anything. You 
want him to get caught under the wheels again?” “He 
won’t get caught under the wheels again, Eva. Dll watch 
out for him.” Strange, little Sonia has tears in her eyes 
and her head droops. Eva looks at the girl but can’t make 
her out, does she really love him as much as that? “Here, 
take some red wine, Sonia, my old man’s always swilling 
red wine, come on!” 

She measures out half a glass for the girl, but the tears 
continue trickling down the child’s cheeks, and her face 
remains as sad as ever. “Another little sip, Sonia.” Eva 
puts down the glass, strokes Sonia’s cheeks and says to 
herself, she’s going to get worked up again. But the girl 
continues staring in front of her. Then she gets up, stands 
before the window and looks out. Eva now stands beside 
Sonia, can’t make her out for the life of me, damn it. 
“You mustn’t take that business with Franz so much to 
heart, little Sonia, what I just said, you know I didn’t 
mean it that way. But you shouldn’t let him run around 
with that slob of a Willy. Franz is such a good-natured 
fool, y’see, he’d do better to go after this Pums feller, 
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or whoever it was ran over his arm and do something 
about it.” “Dll watch out,” says little Sonia softly, and 
without raising her head she puts an arm around Eva, 
and thus they stand for almost five minutes. Eva thinks: 
I don’t begrudge this one Franz, but I would any other. 

Afterward they tear through the room with the little 
monkeys; Eva shows her everything. Sonia is amazed by 
it all: Eva’s wardrobe, the furniture, the beds, the rugs. 
Do you dream of that lovely hour when you will be 
crowned the Pixavon Queen? Kin a guy smoke here? 
Sure. I don’t understand how, year after year, you are 
able to carry this high quality cigarette at such a low 
price; I am happy to confess to you. Say, but that smells 
nice! The wonderful scent of the white rose, as delicate 
as the cultivated German woman demands, and yet 
strong enough to develop the entire personality. Ah, the 
life of the American film star, in reality, differs essentially 
from what the legends surrounding her would lead us to 
assume. The coffee arrives; Sonia sings a song: 

Once there roved at Abrudpanta Brigands wild and 
daring, too. But their chief whose name was Guito Had 
a noble heart and true. Once he met in darkling forests 
Count von Marschan’s little lass. Soon there echoed 
through the branches: I am yours till death shall pass! 

But they are discovered later, Hunters come with loud 
halloo. They’re awakened from their rapture, Ask them- 
selves, what shall we do. And her father damns the 
maiden, Curses loud the chieftain grim, Oh, have pity, 
father, darling, I shall go to death with him. 

Soon there lies in darkness Guito, Fearful is his 
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woe and pain! Isabella seeks to shatter Her own sweet- 
heart’s heavy chain. And she does succeed—oh wonder, 
He is once more safe and free, Hardly rid from ghastly 
shackles, He can stop a murderer’s glee. 

To the castle then he hastens With the woman he re- 
leased, But already she is kneeling, Ready for the wed- 
ding feast, Forced to say “yes” to the union Which she 
loathes with all her might, But the crime’s revealed by 
Guito, And his lips are pale and tight. 

Swoon of death grips Isabella, And she lies so sweet 
and pale, Ah, there is no kiss can wake her, Nobly then 
he tells his tale. To her father he has spoken: Yours the 
guilt that she be dead, You, alone, her heart have broken. 
You made pale those cheeks once red. 

When the chief again beholds her Lying on the silent 
bier, He bends down, her face descrying, She still lives, 
Death is not near. Off he bears her, gently crooning, 
Struck with fear the people stand, And she wakes up 
from her swooning, He’s her mate and helping hand. 

And they flee by love’s wind carried, Peace and quiet 
have left them now, By the courts pursued and harried, 
Solemnly they take this vow: Freely let us both sur- 
render, When the poison cup we’ve drained, God his 
judgment then will render, Up in heaven our love we’ve 
gained. 

Sonia and Eva know it’s only a common little song 
from the street fair; the kind they toot as an accompani- 
ment to illustrative posters; but both have to weep when 
it’s finished, and they’re unable to relight their cigarettes 
right away. 
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Enough of Politics, but this eternal Far-Niente is 
still more dangerous 


Franz BiserKopr muddles around in politics a bit 
longer. The smart boy Willy has not much cash; but he 
has a sharp bright mind, even though he is only a 
beginner in the pickpocket business, and that’s why he ex- 
ploits Franz. He was once an inmate in a house of cor- 
rection where somebody had told him all about com- 
munism, to the effect that it’s nothing at all; and that a 
reasonable man believes only in Nietzsche and Stirner, 
and does what he pleases; all the rest is bunk. So the 
sharp, ironical lad gets a lot of fun out of going to politi- 
cal meetings, and heckling the speakers. At the meetings 
he fishes up people with whom he wants to do business, 
or whose legs he simply wants to pull. 

Franz goes about with him for a while only. Then 
it’s all over, finished with politics, even without Mieze’s 
and Eva’s intervention. 

Late one evening, he is sitting at table with an elderly 
carpenter whom they got to know at a meeting; Willy, 
in the meantime, is standing at the bar talking with an- 
other man. Franz has his arm propped up on the table, 
his head in his left hand, as he listens to what the car- 
penter says. “Y’know, mate, I only went to the meeting 
because my wife is sick, and she don’t need me at home 
at night. She needs her rest; at eight o’clock sharp she 
takes her sleeping tablets and tea, and then I’ve got to 
put out the lights. What can I do upstairs? That’s what 
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drives a man to the saloons, when a man’s got a sick 
woman.” 

“Put her in a hospital, why doncha? It’s no good at 
home.” 

“She’s already been in a hospital. I took her out again. 
She didn’t like the meals there, and besides she didn’t 
get any better, either.” 

“Is she very sick, your wife?” 

“Her womb has grown onto the rectum or something 
like that. They’ve operated on her once, but it don’t help 
any. Something internal. And now the doctor says she’s 
only nervous and there’s nothing the matter with her. 
But she’s got pains all right, she groans all day long.” 

“The hell she does.” 

“He'll write her down as cured, just you watch. She 
was supposed to go twice to see a specialist, get me, but 
nothing doing. He’ll write her down as healthy, sure 
enough. If a person’s got sick nerves, then he’s healthy.” 

Franz listens, he’s been sick, too, his arm was run over, 
and he was in the Magdeburg Hospital. He can get along 
without that, it happened in another world. “Another 
beer?” “Sure.” “One beer.” The carpenter looks at 
Franz: “You don’t belong to the party, do you?” 

“Used to, in the old days. Not any more now. It’s no 
use.” 

The proprietor comes and sits at their table, greets the 
carpenter with a “g’d evening, Ede,” and asks about the 
children, then he whispers: “Gee whiz, are you talking 
politics again?” 
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“We just been talking about that. Don’t pay no atten- 
tion to it now.” “Well, that’s the stuff. I tell you, Ede, 
and my boy says the same thing as me, you don’t earn a 
penny with politics, politics don’t help us to get ahead 
any, only the others.” 

The carpenter looks at him with narrowed eyes: “Is 
that so? Little August already has that idea, too?” 

“The boy’s good, I’m telling you, you can’t fool ’im. 
I'd like to see anybody try it. We want to make money. 
And—things are goin’ pretty well. Only no grumbling.” 

“Well, here’s how, Fritze. I don’t begrudge you 
nothin’.” 

“Me, I don’t give a damn for all that Marxism or 
Lenin and Stalin and those guys. Whether somebody’ll 
give me credit or not, the dough, I mean, and how much 
and how long—get me, that’s what makes the world turn 
round.” 

“Well, you’ve got somewhere.” Whereupon Franz 
and the carpenter grow silent. The proprietor goes on 
chattering, but the carpenter gets himself all worked up: 

“Me, I don’t understand nothing about Marxism. But 
watch out, Fritze, it’s not as simple as you paint it here’ 
in your skull. What do I want with Marxism or what 
those fellows say, those Russians, or Willy with his 
Stirner. Maybe it’s all bunk. What I need, I can figure 
that out on my fingers every day. Sure, I can understand 
when a fellow beats hell out of me, what that means. Or 
when I’m up at my place and tomorrow I’m kicked out, 
because there ain’t no orders comin’ in, the boss stays, 
and the big foreman stays too, of course, only me I’ve 
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got to go out into the street and look for the dole. But— 
Pve got three kids and they go to the public school, 
the eldest girl has got crooked legs from the rickets. I 
can’t send her away, but maybe the school will do it some 
day. Maybe my wife can go to the Children’s Aid or 
something like that, the wife’s got to work, but now she’s 
sick, otherwise she’s a good worker. She peddles fish, but 
as far as learning somethin’ is concerned, the kids don’t 
learn a lot, you can imagine that. So y’see how it is. And 
I can’t understand either, how other folks learn their 
children them foreign languages, and in summer they go 
to the seaside, and we ain’t even got the cash to pay our 
fare out to Tegel. And the swell children, they don’t get 
crooked legs so easy, either. But when I’ve got to go to 
the doctor, with my rheumatism, there’s thirty of us 
sittin’ in the waiting-room and afterwards he asks me: 
that pain in your legs, well, you had it before most likely, 
and how long have you held this job, and have you got 
your papers: he don’t believe me, not on your life, and 
the next thing, off I go to the specialist, and if I want to 
be sent on a trip by the state insurance people, they’re 
always docking your pay for that, well I tell ye, you gotta 
carry your head under your arm before they’Il do that. 
I tell ye, Fritze, ye don’t need no glasses to see that. A 
fellow sure has to be a jackass from the Zoo if he don’t 
get it. We don’t need no Karl Marx to tell us that. But, 
Fritze, but—yea, that’s the gospel truth, s’help me God.” 

The carpenter raises his gray head and stares, wide- 
eyed, at the proprietor. He puts his pipe back into his 
mouth, then puffs and waits for someone to answer. The 
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barkeeper grumbles, purses his lips, and looks fed up. 
“Yep, yowre right. My youngest girl’s got crooked legs, 
too. I ain’t got any money for the country. But there’s 
always been rich and poor, and that’s all there is to it. 
And us two won’t change it, either.” 

The carpenter calmly puffs away: “Only the ones that 
likes it ought to be poor. Let the others have a try at it 
first. I ain’t got no liking for it. A fellow gets tired of it 
after a while.” 

They are talking quite calmly, slowly sipping their 
beer. Franz listens. Willy comes over from the bar. 
Franz decides to get up, he takes his hat and goes out: 
“No, Willy, I want to hit the hay early. You know how 
it was yesterday.” 


Franz tramps alone along the hot dusty street, march- 
ing along, bumbledy, bumbledy, bumbledy, bee, 
tumbledy, rumbledy, tumbledy, bee. Wait awhile, my 
little beaver, soon will Haarmann come to you, with his 
little chopping cleaver, he’ll make sausage out of you, 
wait a while, my little beaver, soon will Haarmann come 
to you. Damn it, damn it, where am I walking to? He 
pauses, can’t get across the street; he turns around, 
marches back along the hot street, past the café, where 
they are still sitting, where the carpenter sits with his 
beer. I won’t go in. The carpenter told the truth. That’s 
the truth. What do I want with politics, it’s a lot of tripe! 
It don’t help me any. Don’t get me anywhere. 

So Franz marches again through the hot, dusty, rest- 
less streets. August. In Rosenthaler Platz the crowd is 
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thicker, a man is there selling newspapers, Berlin W ork- 
ers Journal, Marxist Fehmic Court, Czech Jew as Sadist, 
seduced 20 boys, but no arrests made, I used to peddle 
here, too. Terribly hot today. Franz stops and buys a 
paper from the man who has a green swastika on his 
cap, the one-eyed war veteran of the Newe Welt. Drink, 
drink, brother, let’s drink, Leave all your worries at 
home, Shun all trouble and shun all pain, Then life’s a 
happy refrain, Shun all trouble and shun all pain, Then 
life’s a happy refrain. 

He drifts round the square into Elsasser Strasse, shoe- 
laces, Liiders, Shun all trouble, and shun all pain, Then 
life’s a happy refrain. It’s some time ago now, Christmas 
last year, boy, that’s a long time, I stood here in front of 
Fabisch’s, what a lotta trash that was, things for neckties, 
tie-holders, and Lina; Lina, the fat Polish girl who used 
to come fetch me here. 

Franz keeps on tramping along, he doesn’t know what 
he wants, back to Rosenthaler Platz, and finally he stands 
in front of Fabisch’s at the car-stop, opposite Aschin- 
ger’s. And there he waits. Yes, that’s what he wants! He 
stands there and waits and feels like a magnetic needle— 
towards the North! To Tegel, to prison, to prison-walls! 
That’s where he wants to go! That’s where he must go. 

Then it so happens that car No. 41 comes by, stops, and 
Franz gets on. He feels that’s as it should be. Off he 
rides, as the car speeds on to Tegel. He pays 20 pfennigs, 
he has his ticket, it goes like greased lightning, that’s the 
stuff! He feels fine. So it’s true that he’s riding out there. 
Brunnenstrasse, Uferstrasse, tree-bordered streets, Rei- 
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nickendorf, it’s real, every bit of it, that’s where he’s 
going, it’s written there. And now all is well. As he sits 
there, it grows truer, more intense, more potent. The 
satisfaction he feels is so deep, so strong, and so over- 
powering is his sense of well-being that Franz, as he sits 
there, shuts his eyes and is engulfed in a profound sleep. 

The car has passed the city hall in the dark. Berliner 
Strasse, Reinickendorf West, Tegel, end of the line. The 
conductor wakes him up, helps him to his feet. “We 
don’t go any farther. Where did you want to go, any- 
way?” Franz stumbles out: “Tegel.” “Well, here you 
are!”? He’s got a good load on, that’s how those cripples 
booze their pensions away. 

A tremendous need for sleep has so overcome Franz 
that he sets out full sail across the square into which he 
has drifted, up to the first bench he finds, behind a street- 
lamp. A police-squad wakes him up, it’s three o’clock, 
they don’t do anything to him, the man looks like a 
decent fellow, he’s got a good load on, but somebody 
might rob him. “You mustn’t sleep here, where do you 
liver” 

Franz has had enough. He yawns. He wants to go. 
sleepy-bye. Yes, that’s Tegel, what did I want here, 
anyway, did I want anything here? His thoughts run 
into each other. I’ve got to hit the hay, there’s nothing 
else to be done. He broods gloomily: Yes, yes, that’s 
Tegel, he doesn’t know what it’s all about, he did time 
here once. An automobile. What was it, what did I want 
in Tegel? Say, wake me up, if I go to sleep. 
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And a profound sleep seizes him again, unsealing his 
eyes. Franz knows everything. 


Now in that place there is a mountain and the old man 
arises and says to his son: Come with me. Come, says the 
old man to his son, and he goes forth and his son goes 
with him, goes behind him, up into the mountains, up, 
up, mountains, valleys. How far is it, father? I do not 
know. Are you tired, my child, will you not come with 
me? No, I am not tired; if you wish me to come, I will 
do it. Yes, come with me. Uphill, downhill, valleys, a 
long way, noon, here we are. Look around you, my son, 
yonder is an altar. I am afraid, father. Why are you 
afraid, my child? You woke me up early, we walked 
forth, we have forgotten the ram we wanted to slaugh- 
ter. Yes, we have forgotten it. Uphill, downhill, long 
valleys, we have forgotten all that, the ram did not 
come with us, yonder is the altar, I am afraid. I must 
take off my cloak, are you afraid, my son. Yes I am 
afraid, father. I am also afraid, my son, come nigh, and 
fear not. We must accomplish it. What must we accom- 
plish? Uphill, downhill, long valleys, I arose so early. 
Do not be afraid, O my son, do it with joy, come nigh 
unto me, I have already taken off my cloak, for I must 
not defile my sleeves with blood. I am afraid, because 
you hold the knife. Yes, I hold the knife, I must slaughter 
you, I must offer you for a burnt offering, the Lord 
commands, do it with joy, O my son. 

No, I cannot do it, I will cry out, touch me not, I will 
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not be slaughtered. Bend down now on your knees, do 
not cry out, my son. Yes I shall cry. Do not cry; if you 
do not suffer it, I cannot accomplish it, but you must 
endure it, my son. Uphill, downhill; why may I not re- 
turn home again? What do you want to do at home, 
the Lord is more than home. I cannot, yes, I can, no, I 
cannot. Come nearer and see. I have the knife ready, 
here, look at it, it is sharp, it is ready for your throat. To 
cleave my throat? Yes. The blood will spurt? Yes. The 
Lord commands it. Will you endure it? I cannot, not yet, 
my father. But come soon, I cannot murder you, if I do 
this deed, it must be as if you yourself did it. Myself? 
Ah. Yes, and without fear. Ah. Not to live out your life, 
for you offer your life to the Lord. Come nearer. Is it the 
Lord God’s will? Uphill, downhill, I have risen so early. 
You will not play the coward? I know, I know, I know! 
What do you know, my son? Take the knife to me, wait; 
I will turn my collar back so that my neck may be quite 
free. You seem to know something. You must will it and 
I must will it, and thus we will both accomplish it, and 
then the Lord will call and we will hear him call: Cease! ! 
Yes, come, offer your neck. There! I am not afraid, I do © 
it with joy. Uphill, downhill, long valleys, there, take 
the knife to me and begin to cut! I shall not cry out. 
The son lays bare his throat, the father steps behind 
him, presses against his forehead and with his right hand 
wields the butcher knife. The son has willed it. The 
Lord calls out. The twain fall on their faces. 
Hear the voice of the Lord calling; Hallelujah. 
Through the mountains, through the valleys. Ye have 
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obeyed me, hallelujah! Ye shall live. Hallelujah! 
Cease! Fling the knife into the abyss. Hallelujah! I am 
the Lord whom ye shall serve and ye shall serve none 
other. Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, lujah, 
lujah, lujah, hallelujah, lujah, hallelujah. 


“Mieze, baby, little Miezeken, why don’t you wade 
into me good and proper?” Franz tries to pull Mieze 
to his knees. “Do say something. What of it, if I came 
home late last night?” “Say, Franz, you'll get in trouble 
yet, the people you go around with.” “How so?” “The 
chauffeur had to help you up them stairs. And I said 
something to you, too, but didn’t get no answer, there 
you lay, dead to the world.” “I tell you I went out to 
Tegel, yeah, alone, all by myself.” “Now tell me Franz, 
is that true?” “By myself, yep, I had to do a few years 
there, once.” “Well, is there some time left over?” “No, 
I did my time right up to the last day. I just wanted to 
have a look at it, and you don’t need to get mad about 
that, Miezeken.” 

She sits down beside him and looks at him tenderly, 
as usual: “Listen, Franz, don’t play politics.” “I ain’t 
playin’ politics.” “Don’t go to meetings, either.” “I ain’t 
thinkin’ 0” going.” “You'll tell me if you do?” “Yes.” 

Mieze puts her arm around Franz’s shoulder, rests her 
head on his, they are silent. 

And so once more it would be hard to find anything 
more contented than our Franz Biberkopf, who has sent 
politics to the devil. He’s not going to beat his skull 
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against that thing. So he sits in cafés, singing and playing 
cards, and now Mieze has got to know a gentleman al- 
most as rich as Eva’s fellow, but he’s married, which is 
better still, and sets up a swell little joint for her, out of 
two unfurnished rooms. 

And Franz can’t help doing what Mieze wants. One 
day Eva makes a surprise attack on him at his place; 
why not, if Mieze wants it herself, but say, Eva, sup- 
posing now you really do have a little one, say, if I was 
to get that way, my old man’d build me ten castles, he'd 
be that glad! 


The Fly crawls upward, the Sand falls from it, it 
will soon start humming again 


Tuere really isn’t much to tell about Franz Biberkopf, 
we know the lad already. You can guess what a sow will 
do when she gets into the trough. Only a sow is better 
off than a man, because she’s just a lump of flesh and fat, 
and what can befall her later, doesn’t matter much, if 
only the swill lasts: at most she might litter again, and 
at the end of her life there is the cleaver, but that’s not _ 
really so horrid or exciting after all: before she’s no- 
ticed anything—and what does an animal like that no- 
tice?—she’s gone, finished. But a human being, he’s got 
eyes, you bet, there’s a lot in him, and everything’s all 
topsy-turvy; he can think a hell of a lot and has to think 
(he’s got that terrible head of his) about what may hap- 
pen to him. 

Thus lives our dear, fat, one-armed Franz Biberkopf; 
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our big baby Biberkopf goes his little jog-trot way on 
into the month of August, when it’s still tolerably warm. 
And our little Franz has already learnt to row pretty 
nicely with his left arm, and, as far as the police are con- 
cerned, he hears nothing at all, though he doesn’t register 
any more. At the police-station they’re enjoying their 
summer vacation, too; good Lord, after all, even an 
oficer has only got two pins, and for the few measly 
shekels they earn, they ain’t going to wear their legs out, 
and why should a guy run around trying to find out 
what’s happened to Franz Biberkopf, what Biberkopf, 
that man Biberkopf, why’s he got only one arm now, 
when he certainly had two before? Just leave him molder 
in the official records, a fellow has other things to worry 
about, damn it all! 

But the streets are still there, and on them one hears 
and sees all sorts of things, something comes back from 
the old days, something quite unwanted, and then life 
slips by so fast, day after day, and today something comes 
our way, and we miss it, then tomorrow something else 
comes, and we forget it again, something’s always hap- 
pening to us. Life will surely work out all right, he 
dreams in a kind of trance. One warm day we might 
catch a fly on the window and put it in a flower-pot and 
blow sand over it. If it’s a real healthy fly, it'll clamber 
out again, and all that blowing over it didn’t hurt it. 
That’s what Franz sometimes thinks when he sees one 
thing or the other, I am all right, what do I care for this 
or that, politics don’t interest me, and, if people are so 
silly as to let themselves be exploited, it ain’t my fault. 
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Why should I worry myself sick for other people? 

Mieze has trouble keeping him off the booze, that’s 
Franz’s sore spot. He’s got a sort of innate need for 
boozing, that’s inside him, and keeps coming out again. 
He says: a fellow gets fat on it, and don’t think too much. 
But Herbert advises Franz: “Old boy, don’t swig so 
much. Youw’re really a lucky devil. What were you be- 
fore, anyway? A paper-peddler. Now you got one arm 
missing, but you got your Mieze and your income, so 
don’t go to boozin’ again like you did that time with Ida.” 
“No question of that, Herbert. When I booze, it’s only 
in my spare time. A fellow sits there, and what’s he gonna 
do? You drink; and then you take another drink, and 
another. And then, look at me, can I stand it or can’t I?” 
“Man, you say you can stand it. All right, you got good 
and stout again, but look at yourself in the mirror, and 
see what your lamps look like.” “What’s wrong with 
em?” “Well, just grab a hold of ’em once, you got 
regular bags like an old man. Say, how old are you, any- 
way! You're gettin’ old with all this drinking, drinking 
makes a man old.” 

“Aw, cut it out. What’s the news? What you doing 
anyway, Herbert?” “Things’ll soon start up again, we’ve 
got two new fellows, fine fellows. Y’know Knopp, the 
fire-eater? Well, he got the lads together. He says to 
em: what’s that, you want to work with me? First of all, 
you gotta show me what you can do. Eighteen, nineteen 
years old. Well, Knopp stands across the street, on the 
Danziger corner, to see what they can do. They’ve got 
their eye on an old dame they saw get some money from 
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the bank. Keep right on her track. Knopp thinks to him- 
self they’ll just give her a little push, grab the stuff and 
off with it. Well, they stick around after her in no hurry, 
till they come to the place where she lives, and there 
they are when the ole girl comes rolling along, and they 
look her right in the face. Say, are you Frau Miiller? 
That’s her name all right; so they palaver a bit with her, 
till the street-car heaves in sight; then they throw pepper 
in her face, snatch her bag, slam the door to, and across 
the street in a jiffy. Knopp swears up and down and says 
they were fools to jump on the damned street-car; be- 
fore she’d a got the house-door open, or anybody’d 
known who it was, they coulda been sitting quietly in the 
café. They made themselves suspicious running like 
that.” “Hope they jumped off soon, anyway.” “Yes, and 
then them two did something else, when Knopp started 
to grumble and fuss, they just took Knopp along and 
then simply picked up a brick-bat, it was around nine in 
the evening, and plugged it right through the window 
of a watch-shop in Romintener Strasse, shoved a hand in- 
side and off they went. They didn’t get caught, either. 
Them lads is fresh as paint, why, they just mingled in 
the crowd afterwards. Yes, sir, we kin use them two.” 
Franz’s head droops. “Smart guys, all right.” “Well, 
you don’t need it.” “Nope—I don’t need it, now. And I 
ain’t gonna worry my head about later on.” “Just cut 
out the booze, Franz.” 

Franz’s features quiver: “Why not booze, Herbert? 
What do you folks want outa me? Why I can’t, I just 
can’t, I’m a hundred-per-cent cripple.” He looks into 
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Herbert’s eyes, the corners of his mouth droop. “Y’see 
they’re all after me all the time; one of ’em says I 
shouldn’t booze, another, don’t go around with Willy, 
and another says, just leave politics alone!” “Politics, I 
ain’t got nothing against politics, believe me.” 

Franz leans back in his chair and keeps looking at his 
friend Herbert who thinks to himself: His face sure 
looks like it’s fallin’ to pieces, he’s a dangerous fellow, 
good-hearted as our Franz is in other ways. Franz whis- 
pers as he grasps him with his outstretched arm: “They’ve 
gone and made a cripple out of me, Herbert, just look 
at me, I ain’t good for nothin’.” “Now just stop that. Just 
tell that to Eva or Mieze.” “Good for lying in bed, yes. 
I know that. But you, you’re at least somebody, you do 
something, and those lads, too.” “Well, and you, if you 
really want to, you kin do business with that one arm 0” 
yours, why not?” “They didn’t let me, did they? And 
Mieze didn’t want me to, either. She got around me 
again.” “Why not go ahead then and try again?” “Yes, 
that’s the tune now—try again. Stop and try again. Just 
as if I was a little dog: on the table, Fido, down again, 
on the table.” 

Herbert pours out two cognacs: I must give Mieze a 
tip one o’ these days, the boy’s not kosher, she ought to 
look out, he’ll get furious again and then itll be like that 
time with Ida. Franz tosses off his drink. “I’m a cripple, 
Herbert, look at that there sleeve, nothin’ in it. You don’t 
know how that shoulder hurts at night, I can’t sleep with 
it.” “Better go see a doctor.” “Don’t want to, don’t want 
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to, don’t want to hear nothin’ about doctors, I got 
enough o’ that at Magdeburg.” “Then I’m gonna tell 
Mieze, she ought to take you away from Berlin for a 
change of air.” “Just let me booze, Herbert.” Herbert 
whispers in his ear: “One of these days you’ll do to Mieze 
what you did to Ida.” Franz listens: “What’s that?” 
“Yeah. Now I guess you’re looking at me, better take a 
good look at me, too, y’ didn’t have enough with your 
four years!” Franz clenches his fist in front of Herbert’s 
nose: “Say, are you. . . ?” “No, not me, you!” 

Eva, who is ready to go out, has been listening at the 
door. She comes in dressed in a smart tan suit, and gives 
Herbert a tap. “Why not let him booze, are you crazy?” 
“Aw, you don’t understand. Want him to get like he was 
before?” “Yow re nuts, hold your trap.” 

Franz gapes stupidly at Eva. 


And half an hour later, in Mieze’s place, he asks her: 
“How about it, can I booze or not?” “Yes, but not too 
much. Not too much.” “Maybe you'd like to get boozed 
up, too?” “Sure I would, with you.” Franz is exultant: 
“Mieze, old kid, you want to get drunk, but you never 
was drunk before?” “Sure I was. Come on, let’s get drunk 
together. Right away.” 

A moment before he had been sad, but now Franz 
sees how she flares up; it’s like the other day when she 
started with Eva about that child. And Franz stands there 
beside her, what a darling girl, what a sweet little girl 
she is, she seems so small beside him, he could put her into 
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his coat-pocket. She flings her arms around him, and he 
holds her around the waist with his left arm and then— 
and then— 

Then Franz passes out, but only for a second. His 
arm, which has grown quite stiff, is entwined around her 
waist. But in fancy Franz couldn’t help making a move- 
ment with his arm. His face is set like stone. In fancy, he 
held in his hand—a little wooden instrument—with which 
he dealt a downward blow at Mieze, in the chest, once, 
twice. He’s broken her ribs. Hospital, cemetery, that man 
from Breslau. 

Franz releases Mieze, she doesn’t know what is the 
matter, as she lies beside him on the floor and he grum- 
bles and bawls and kisses her and weeps; she weeps, too, 
without knowing why. And then she fetches two bottles 
of brandy, and he says again and again: “No, no,” but it 
makes them so jolly, so jolly, oh Lord, what fun they 
have, and how they do laugh! Mieze should have gone 
to her gentleman-friend long ago, but what’s the girl to 
do, she stays with her Franz, she can’t stand up, much less 
walk. She sucks the brandy from out of Franz’s mouth, 
and he wants to have it back again; but it runs out of her | 
nose. And then they giggle, and soon he’s snoring away 
loudly into the bright daylight. 


Why does that shoulder hurt me so, they’ve hacked my 
arm off, 

Why does that shoulder hurt me so, my shoulder 
hurts me so. Where is Mieze gone? She’s left me lying 
here alone. 
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They hacked my arm off, off with it, my shoulder 
hurts, my shoulder. The dirty dogs, my arm’s gone, they 
did it, the dogs, they did it, the dogs, arm off, and they 
left me lying there. My shoulder, my shoulder, it hurts, 
they left it on, but if they coulda done it, they woulda 
torn my shoulder off, too. They woulda torn my shoulder 
off, too. They woulda torn my shoulder off too, then it 
wouldn’t hurt so much, damn it. They didn’t take me 
for a ride, the dogs, they didn’t manage to do that, they 
didn’t have much luck with me, the lousy skunks, but 
now it’s no good either, now I can lie around forever and 
nobody’s here and who’s going to listen to me bawling 
away! My arm hurts so, my shoulder, them dirty dogs 
sure woulda liked to run over me and give me the whole 
works. Now I’m only half a man. My shoulder, my 
shoulder, I can’t stand it any more. The damned skunks, 
the skunks, they smashed hell out of me and what’ll I do 
now? Where is Mieze, anyway, leaving me lie here like 
that. Ow, ouch, ow, ow, oooooooh. 


The fly crawls and crawls, it’s now in the flower-pot, 
the sand trickles off it, but it doesn’t care, it shakes off 
the sand, it pushes its black head forward and creeps out. 


There sitteth upon the many waters Babylon the great, 
the mother of harlots and abominations of the earth. She 
sitteth upon a scarlet colored beast, having seven heads 
and ten horns, for all to behold, that all may see. Each 
step thou makest delighteth her. She is drunken with the 
blood of the saints whom she hath rent asunder. Behold 
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the horns wherewith she doth gore, she ascendeth from 
the bottomless pit and goeth into perdition. Behold her, 
the pearls, the scarlet, the purple, and the fangs of her, 
and how she clencheth her thick, close lips, wherein blood 
hath flowed, and wherewith she hath drunken! Whore 
of Babylon! Golden yellow thy venomous eyes and 
bloated thy throat! And she laughs you to scorn! 


Forward, in Step, Roll of Drums and Battalions 


Loox out, old man, when the shells fall, there’ll be dirt 
flying around, forward, step high, straight on through, 
I gotta get out, forward, all they can do is smash my 
bones, drumdumm, druummmmmmmmmm. In step, 
one two, one two, left right, left right, left right. 

Franz Biberkopf marches through the streets with 
a firm step, left right, left right, don’t pretend to be tired, 
no saloons, no boozing now, we’ll see about it, one ball 
wing’d by death came flying, that’s what we’d like to 
see, if it’s sent for me, I’m down, left right, left right. Roll 
of drums and battalions. At last he breathes easy. 

Marching through Berlin. When the soldiers go © 
marching along through the town, oh why, just why, 
that’s why, that’s why, just because of tararara, tararara, 
tararara, just because of tararara taraboomdeeay. 

The houses stand still, the wind blows where it will. 
Oh why, just why, that’s why, that’s why, just because of 
tararara taraboomdeeay. 


In his dirty dreary room—dirty room, oh why, just 
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why—that’s why, that’s why, just because of tararara 
taraboomdeeay—sits Reinhold, the guy from Pums’s 
gang, when the soldiers go marching along through the 
town, from the doors and the windows the maidens look 
down, reading the newspapers, left right, left right, is it 
meant for me or thee, he reads about the Olympic 
Games, one, two, and that pumpkin seeds are a remedy 
for tapeworm. He reads this very slowly, in a loud voice, 
to cure his stuttering. When he is alone, it goes smoothly 
enough. He cuts out the bit about the pumpkins, when 
the soldiers go marching along through the town, for he 
once had a tapeworm, probably has it still, maybe it’s the 
same, maybe it’s a new one, the old one has spawned a 
youngster, must try those pumpkin seeds, gotta eat the 
skin as well, not peel it. The houses stand still, the wind 
blows where it will. Skat Convention in Altenburg, I 
don’t play. A world tour, all expenses only 30 pfennigs a 
week, that’s another swindle. When the soldiers go 
marching along through the town, from the doors and 
the windows the maidens look down. Oh why, just why 
—that’s why, that’s why, just because of tararara tara- 
boomdeeay. A knock at the door, come in. 

Attention! March, march! Reinhold’s hand flies to the}, 
gun in his pocket. One ball wing’d by death came flying 
is it sent for me or thee? Torn away from life and dying, 
As at my feet he’s lying, He seems a part of me. He 
seems a part of me. There he stands, Franz Biberkopf, hi 
arm’s gone, a war-cripple, the fellow’s drunk, or maybe 
not? If he makes a move, I’ll bump him off. 

“Who let you in?” “Your landlady.” Take the offen- 
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sive, the offensive. “That bitch! Is she crazy?” Reinhold 
goes to the door: “Frau Tietsch! Frau Tietsch. What 
@yuh mean? Am I at home or ain’t I? When I say 1 
ain’t at home, I ain’t.” “ ’Scuse me, Herr Reinhold, no- 
body told me nothin’.” “Then I’m not at home, damn it! 
Why, you might be lettin’ God knows who in here.” 
“Maybe you said it to my daughter, she runs downstairs 
and don’t say nothin’.” 

He slams the door to, holds on to his gun. The sol- 
diers. “Whatcha want here? Wha—whatta we got to say 
to each other?” He stutters. Which Franz is this? You'll 
find out soon. The man’s arm was run over some time 
ago; he was a decent fellow once, y’can take an oath on 
it, now he’s turned into a pimp, we’ll discuss later on, 
through whose fault. Boom of drums, battalions, there 
he stands. “Gee, Reinhold, you got a revolver!” “Well, 
what of it?” “Whatcha want to do with it? Whatcha 
after?” “Me? Nothin’.” “Well, then you can put it away, 
cantcha?” Reinhold lays the gun on the table in front of 
him. “What’re you comin’ up here for?” There he stands, 
there he is, he socked me one in the hallway, he kicked 
me outa the car, before that nothing was wrong, Cilly 
was still around, I went down the stairs. It all comes 
back. The moon above the water, a glaring, blinding eve- 
ning moon, the ringing of bells. This time he has a gun. 

“Sit down Franz, say, you musta taken a few drops, 
heh?” The fellow has got such a vacant stare, he must be 
tight, he can’t leave boozing alone. That’s probably it, he’s 
tight; but Pve got the gun, all right. It’s just because of 
tararara, taraboomdeeay. Franz sits down. And is seated. 
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That glaring moon, all the water gleams. He sits beside 
Reinhold. That’s the man he had helped with the girls, 
one skirt after another he took off his hands, then he 
wanted to get me to stand watch, but he didn’t say a word, 
and now I’m a pimp, and who knows how it will go with 
Mieze, and that’s the situation. But that’s all in his 
thoughts. Just one thing is happening really: Reinhold, 
it’s Reinhold sitting there. 

“T just wanted to see ye, Reinhold.” That’s what I 
wanted; to look at him, look at him, that’s enough, and 
here we sit. “You probably wanta put the screws on me, 
blackmail, on account of that time, heh?” Hold on, not a 
move, m’boy, forward march, that’s only a coupla shells. 
“Blackmail, eh? How much do yuh want? We’re armed. 
And we also know you’re a pimp.” “So Iam. What kin a 
guy do with one arm?” “Well, whatcha want then?” “Oh, 
nothin’ at all, nothin’ at all.” Just sit tight, hold on firm, 
that’s Reinhold, that’s the way he noses around, only 
watch out he don’t knock you down. 

But Franz is beginning to tremble already. There were 
once three Kings, who came from the East, laden with 
incense, which they swung to and fro, and they kept on 
swinging it to and fro. They envelop us in smoke. Rein- 
hold reflects: either the fellow’s tight, then he’ll go soon 
and that’! be an end of it, or maybe he wants somethin’. 
Nope, he wants somethin’, but what? He’s not after black- 
mail, but what then? Reinhold gets some liquor and 
thinks to himself, I’11 worm it out of my Franz this way. 
If only Herbert hasn’t sent him here to spy on us and 
then get us in Dutch. As he puts down the two little blue 
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glasses, he notices that Franz is trembling. The moon, the 
glaring white moon, has risen over the water, and nobody 
kin look up, I’m gone blind, whatsa matter with me any- 
way? Look, he’s all in. He’s tryin’ to keep a stiff upper 
lip, but he’s all in. Reinhold certainly is relieved, slowly 
he takes the gun from the table and puts it in his pocket, 
then he pours out a drink and looks again: why, his paw 
is all trembling, he’s got the shivers, he’s just plain yel- 
low, the big noise, he’s either afraid of the gun or of me, 
well, I won’t hurt him. And Reinhold is very calm and 
friendly, you bet. It’s great to see him shaking like that, 
no, he’s not tight, Franz ain’t, he’s afraid, he’s going to 
smash, he’ll be doing it in his pants—and he wanted to 
try out his big mouth on me! 

And Reinhold starts talking about Cilly, as if we had 
just seen each other yesterday; she stayed with me again 
for a coupla weeks, yes, such things do happen, if I haven’t 
seen one of ’em for a coupla months, I didn’t mind havin’ 
her again, it was a kind of a revival, it’s a funny thing. 
Then he gets some cigarettes and a pack of smutty pic- 
tures and some photographs, Cilly also is in the lot, along 
with Reinhold. : 

Franz can’t say anything, he keeps on looking at Rein- 
hold’s hands, he’s got two hands, two arms, and I’ve only 
got one; with those hands Reinhold pushed me under 
the car, oh why, that’s why, I oughta bump him off 
maybe, just because of tararara. Herbert thinks, but all 
that don’t interest me, what do I think, anyway? I can’t do 
nothin’. I can’t do nothin’ at all. But Pve gotta, didn’t I 
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wanta do somethin’, oh just because of tararara taraboom- 
deeay. Pm not a man at all, I’m just a lily-livered fool. 
He sinks down into himself, and then, still shaking, he 
emerges, back to life again. He sips a cognac, and then 
another, what’s the use, and then Reinhold says softly, 
very softly: “Say, Franz, one o’ these days, I'd like to see 
your wound.” It’s just because of tararara taraboomdeeay. 
Then Franz—that’s it—opens his coat, and points to the 
stump in his shirt-sleeve. Reinhold scowls: it looks dis- 
gusting, Franz closes the coat. “It was worse before.” 
Then Reinhold looks again at his Franz, who says noth- 
ing, and can do nothing; he’s as fat as a hog, and he 
can’t open his mouth, so Reinhold keeps on grinning at 
him and can’t seem to stop. ; 

“Say, d’you always wear your sleeve in your pocket 
like that? D’you always stick it in, or is it sewed on?” 
“Nope, I always stick it in.” “With the other hand? Nope, 
probably before you start dressing, dontcha?” “Well, 
sometimes one way, sometimes the other; once I’ve put 
my coat on, it don’t go in so good.” Reinhold stands be- 
side Franz and tugs at his sleeve. “But you oughta al- 
ways look out you don’t put it into your right pocket. 
They might easily pick your pocket that way.” “Not with 
me.” Reinhold is still thinking about it: “Say, how do you 
manage with your overcoat, must be very uncomfortable. 
Two empty sleeves.” “Why, it’s summer now. That 
don’t start till winter.” “You'll see, it won’t be so easy. 
Why couldn’t you get yourself an artificial arm, when a 
fellow loses his leg, he gets himself a false leg, don’t he?” 
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“Because he can’t walk without it.” “You could have a 
false arm hooked on, it looks better.” “No, no, it only 
presses on you.” “I’d either buy myself one, or Pd stuff 
the sleeve out. Say, let’s do it.” “What for? No, I don’t 
want to.” “Then you wouldn’t be runnin’ around with 
your sleeve flappin’ like that, why it’d look very nice, 
nobody’d notice nothin’.” “What would I do with it? I 
don’t want to.” “Come along, wood’s no good. Look 
here, a coupla socks or shirts in it, look.” 

And Reinhold sets about it. He pulls the empty sleeve 
out, shoves his fist up into it, and, going to his chest of 
drawers, he starts stuffing it with socks and handker- 
chiefs. Franz tries to stop him. “What’s the use, it ain’t 
got no hold, it’ll get like a sausage, aw, leave it go.” “No. 
Look here, you oughta get a tailor to do that for you, it’s 
gotta be braced up, why, it’d look twice as well, and you 
wouldn’t have to go around lookin’ like a cripple, you’d 
just have your hand in your pocket, that’s all.” The socks 
fall out again. “Yep, that’s a tailor’s job. I can’t stand 
cripples, to me a cripple’s a fellow who’s good for 
nothin’. When I see a cripple, I say, better get rid of him 
altogether.” 

Franz listens and nods, he nods a lot. He begins to 
tremble, he can’t help it. He’s somewhere out on the 
Alex, with the burglars, everything’s been taken from 
him, probably connected with the accident, it’s his nerves, 
got to see about that. But something’s tearing at him, 
making him shudder. Let’s get away, downstairs, bye- 
bye, Reinhold, got to blow, in step now, right left, right 
left, taraboomdeeay. 
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So stout Franz Biberkopf comes home after he’s been 
to Reinhold’s, his hand and arm shake, and he is still 
shivering, the cigarette falls out of his mouth, as he 
reaches home. Mieze is sitting upstairs with her 
gentleman-friend, waiting for Franz, to tell him she’s 
going away for a couple of days with her beau. 

He draws her aside. “You certainly act nice to me.” 
“But Franz, what am I to do? Oh Lord, Franz, what’s 
the matter?” “Nothin’, beat it.” “Dll be back tonight.” 
“Beat it!” He almost yells it. She looks at her gent, gives 
Franz a hasty kiss on the nape of his neck and is gone. 
Downstairs she phones Eva. “If you got time, do go see 
Franz, what’s the matter with him? I don’t know. Please 
do come.” But Eva can’t manage it, Herbert is damning 
and cursing her all day long, she can’t get off. 

Meantime Franz Biberkopf, the cobra, the iron war- 
rior, sits alone, all alone, he sits at his window, clawing 
his hand around the window-sill and wondering if it isn’t 
a lot of tripe, a damned lot of bunk, going to Reinhold’s 
place, and the hell with it, and that’s all bunk, when the 
soldiers go marching along through the town, bunk, and 
a dumb trick, I’ve gotta get out of it, gotta do something 
else. And in the meanwhile he thinks, I’11 do it anyhow, 
I’ve gotta go there, no use goin’ on like this, he’s made a 
fool of me, he’s stuffed my coat out, I can’t tell nobody 
about it, did anything like this ever happen before? 

Franz leans his head heavily against the sill, and 
digs himself in, he is ashamed, bitterly ashamed: that’s 
what I’1l do, to think I let ’im get away with it, what a 
damn fool I am, shaking in my boots before him. Huge is 

409 


his shame, and strong. How Franz gnashes his teeth, he 
could tear himself to bits, I didn’t want to do it, I ain’t 
yellow, am I, even if I have got only one arm! 

I’ve gotta go to him. And he spreads himself. Evening 
has come when Franz makes up his mind, and gets up 
from his chair. He looks around the room, there’s some 
brandy over there, Mieze put it there, I won’t drink. I 
won’t feel ashamed. They’ve got to look Franz in the eye 
now. Yep. I’ll go over to him. Bim-bam-boom, the cannon, 
trumpets. Forward, downstairs, coat on—and him want- 
ing to stuff it out. Pll sit down in front of him, and this 
time I won’t bat an eye, no, sir. 


Berlin! Berlin! Berlin! Deep Sea Tragedy, U-boat 
Sinks. Crew suffocates. If they’re suffocated, then they’re 
dead, and nobody will give a tinker’s damn for it, then 
it’s all over, then it’s finished, let’s forget it, march, 
march. Two military aeroplanes fall. Then they’re down, 
then they’re dead, nobody’s to give a tinker’s damn for 
’em, if they’re dead, they’re dead. 

“Gd evenin’, Reinhold, yessir, y’see, ’m back again.” 
Reinhold looks at Franz: “Who letcha in?” “Me? No-' 
body. The door was open, so I simply walked in.” “Is that 
so, and you can’t ring the bell, can ye?” “Why should I 
ring a bell when I come to see you, I ain’t tight, am I?” 

They sit facing each other, smoking, and Franz Biber- 
kopf doesn’t tremble, but holds himself stifly erect and 
is happy that he is alive; that’s the best day he’s had since 
he fell under the car, and this is the best thing he has 
done since that night: sitting here, damn it, that’s fine. 
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And it sure is better than public meetings, and almost 
better—better than Mieze. Yes, and that’s the nicest part 
of it all: he won’t bite me. 

It’s eight o’clock at night, when Reinhold looks Franz 
in the face: “Franz, I s’pose you know what we got to 
settle together. Say, if you want anything from me, let’s 
have it out.” “What d’you think I have to settle with 
you?” “About that car.” “What’s the use, that won’t make 
my arm grow again. And then—” Franz bangs his fist on 
the table. “And then, it was all right. Things couldn’t go 
on with me that way. It had to happen.” Haha, so that’s 
what we’ve come to, it’s been on the way a long time. 
Reinhold tries to sound him out: “Ye mean about that 
street peddling.” “Yes, sir, that, too. I wasn’t right in my 
upper story. Well, now, it’s all over.” “And the arm’s 
gone.” “I still got one arm and I got my head and a pair 
of legs.” “Whatcha doing now? Pullin’ jobs on your own, 
or with Herbert?” “With one arm? I can’t do nothin’ 
with that.” “But say, just being a pimp, that sure must 
get tiresome after a while.” 

Reinhold muses, noticing how stout and stalwart he 
looks, sitting there. I’d like to have a little fun with that 
goof. He’s kickin’ back. I'd better crack his bones for ’im. 
One arm ain’t enough for that fellow. 

They start talking about the janes, and Franz tells 
him about Mieze whose name was Sonia before; she earns 
good money and is a nice kid. And Reinhold thinks to 
himself: That’s fine, I’1l take her away from him, and then 
Pll kick him all the way to kingdom come. 

For even if the worms eat earth, and pass it out again 
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behind, they always eat it anew. And for this the beasts 
can show no mercy, even though you cram their stomachs 
full today, tomorrow they have to go to it and start gob- 
bling all over again. With a human being it’s the same as 
with fire: while it burns, it must eat, and if it can’t eat, it 
goes out, it must go out. 

Franz Biberkopf is pleased with himself, at being able 
to sit there without trembling, quite calm and festively 
happy, like a new-born babe. And, as he walks downstairs 
with Reinhold, he encounters it again: when the soldiers 
go marching along through the town, right left, it’s nice 
to be alive, these people are all my friends. Nobody here 
is gonna give me a kick, just let anyone try it! Oh, why, 
that’s why, from every window and door the girls look 
down. 

“T’m goin’ dancin’,” he says to Reinhold, who asks: 
“Ts your Mieze comin’ along?” “Nope, she’s gone off 
with her gentleman-friend for a coupla days.” “When 
she comes back, Dll trot along with ye.” “Attaboy, she’ll 
be delighted.” “Think so?” “I’m tellin’ you, she won’t 
bite ye.” 

Franz is mighty gay; happy, and like one new-born, 
he dances his way through the evening, first in the old 
Ballhaus, then in the café with Herbert, and they’re all 
pleased with him, but most of all he’s pleased with him- 
self. As he dances with Eva, he loves best of all two be- 
ings: one is Mieze whom he’d like to have with him, and 
the other is—Reinhold. But he doesn’t dare say it. All 
through that wonderful night, dancing with first this one 
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and the other, he loves those two who are not there, and 
is happy with them. 


The Fist lies on the Table 


Now all who have read thus far can see the turn things 
have taken: it’s a turn backward, and for Franz it is 
finished. That strong man, Franz Biberkopf, the cobra, 
has actually bobbed up on the scene again. It was not 
easy, but he has come back. 

He seemed to be there already, when he became 
Mieze’s pimp, and went around quite free with a gold 
cigarette case and a oarsman’s cap. Now he is really there, 
and how happy he is, now that all fear has left him. The 
roofs no longer totter, and his arm, well, that’s what he 
got for it. That screw which was loose in his head has 
been successfully operated on and taken out. He is a 
pimp now, and will become a criminal again, but all this 
does not hurt him, quite the contrary. 

Everything is as it was in the beginning. But, as we 
may clearly see, it is not the old cobra we knew. It’s our 
old Franz Biberkopf, you can see that all right, but no 
more than that. First he was betrayed by his friend Liid- 
ers and bumped out of gear. The second time he was to 
be a: lookout against his will, so Reinhold kicked him 
out of the car, and he was run over. Franz has had 
enough of it all; it would be enough for any plain man. 
He does not go into a monastery, nor does he work his 
head off, he goes on the war-path. He becomes not only 
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a pimp and a criminal, but now he feels: just for spite. 
Now you will see Franz, not dancing alone, nor glut- 
tonously enjoying his life, but in the dance itself, in a 
rattling dance with something else, something which will 
have to show not only how strong it is, but which is the 
stronger of the two, Franz or this other thing. 

Franz Biberkopf had taken an oath out loud, when 
he got out of Tegel, The on solid earth again: I 
will lead a decent lifé. They) did not let him keep that 
oath. Now he will see what’he has left to say. He will 
ask if and why his arm was run over and cut off. Per- 
haps, who knows how things look in such a fellow’s head, 
perhaps Franz will get his arm back from Reinhold. 
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SEVENTH BOOK 


Now the hammer crashes down, it crashes against 
Franz Biberkopf. 


Pussi Uhl, Height of American Invasion, is Wilma 
spelt with a W or a V? 


On THE Alexanderplatz they go on fussing and bustling 
around. On the Kénigstrasse, at the corner of Neue 
Friedrichstrasse, they want to pull down the house over 
the Salamander shoe-store. They are already pulling 
down the one next to it. Traffic beneath the Alex arch 
of the municipal railway becomes enormously difficult: 
they are building new pillars for the railway bridge; here 
you can look down into a nicely walled shaft where the 
pillars put their feet. 

In order to get to the municipal railway station you 
have to walk up and down a little wooden staircase. The 
weather in Berlin is cooler. It often pours buckets. Autos 
and motor-cycles suffer a great deal from that, every 
day some of them start skidding and careening about, 
then they are sued for damages, and so on: frequently 
people break something or other, that’s the weather’s 
fault. Have you heard of the tragic case of Beese-Arnim, 
the aviator? He was questioned today by the criminal 
police; he is the leading figure in the shooting affray 
at the home of that old washed-out whore, Pussi Uhl, 
peace to her ashes! Beese (Edgar) started shooting wild 
in the Uhl woman’s home; but he’s always had queer 
things happen to him, according to the police. Once dur- 
ing the war they shot him down from a height of 1700 


meters, hence the tragic case of aviator Beese-Arnim, shot\\\ 
S 
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down at 1700 meters, cheated out of his inheritance, in 
prison under an assumed name; the last act is still to 
come. After being shot down, he goes home and an in- 
surance agent bilks him out of his money. But he was 
a sharper, and so the money wandered in the simplest 
way possible from flyer to sharper, and the flyer had no 
money left. From that moment on Beese changes his 
name to Auclaire. He is ashamed to face his family, be- 
cause he is down and out. The dicks have ferreted all 
this out this morning at police headquarters and have 
written it down. It is also recorded there that he now 
found himself on the path of crime. Once he was sen- 
tenced to two years and a half in prison, and, because at 
that time he called himself Krachtowil, he was later on 
deported to Poland. It seems that it was then this pecul- 
iarly nasty and obscure affair with Pussi Uhl developed 
in Berlin. This Pussi Uhl baptized him “von Arnim” 
with special ceremonies which we would rather not talk 
about here, and all he subsequently did in the way of 
mischief was done under the name of “von Arnim.” Thus 
it was that on Tuesday, August 14, 1928, von Arnim 
planted a bullet in Pussi Uhl’s body, as to the why and 
the how, the underworld keeps mum about it, they don’t 
tattle out of school, even if they’re about to have their 
heads chopped off, why should they say anything to the 
bulls, their natural enemies? All that is known, is that 
the boxer Hein plays a réle in the affair, and anyone who 
pretends to know human nature goes wrong in assum- 
ing it was a case of jealousy. Personally, ’'d put my hand 
in the fire that there was no jealousy involved. Or if there 
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was jealousy, then jealousy arising from some money 
matter, but money being the main motive. Beese, ac- 
cording to the police, has completely collapsed; believe 
it or not, as you want. You can take my word for it, the 
boy collapsed (if it’s true, at all) simply because the 
bulls are going to make inquiries now, and especially be- 
cause he is angry with himself for shooting down that 
old Uhl woman. For what is he going to live on now? 
If only that broad don’t die on me now, he thinks. So 
we know quite enough about the tragic case of the flyer, 
Beese-Arnim, shot down at 1700 meters, cheated out of 
his inheritance, in prison under an assumed name. 

The flood-tide of Americans visiting Berlin continues. 
Among the many thousands visiting the German me- 
tropolis, there are numerous prominent persons who 
have come to Berlin for professional or private reasons. 
Thus we have here (Hotel Esplanade) the chief secre- 
tary of the American Delegation to the Interparliamen- 
tary Union, Dr. Call, of Washington, who will be fol- 
lowed in a week by a number of American senators. 
Furthermore, in the next few days the chief of the New. 
York fire department, John Kenlon, will arrive in Ber- 
lin; like Davis, the former Secretary of Labor, he will 
stop at the Hotel Adlon. 

Claude G. Montefiore president of the World Union 
for religious and liberal Zionism has arrived from Lon- 
don; these conferences will take place in Berlin from 
August 18th to 21st: he is staying with Lady Lily H. 
Montague, his co-worker, who accompanies him, at the 
Hotel Esplanade. 
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Since the weather is so very bad, it might be better 
if we were to go inside, in the Central Market Hall, but 
there is a lot of noise there, we are almost knocked down 
by the handcars and these guys don’t even warn you. So 
we prefer to ride out to the Labor Court in Zimmerstrasse 
and take breakfast there. If you have had much to do with 
petty lives—and in the last analysis, Franz Biberkopf is 
far from being a famous man—you like to ride out occa- 
sionally to the West End and see what is happening there. 

Room No. 60, Labor Court, refreshment room, a 
rather small room with a bar, quick coffee boiler, the bill- 
of-fare reads: Lunch: rice soup, roulade of beef (roll that 
r) 1 mark. A stout young gentleman wearing horn- 
rimmed glasses is sitting in a chair, eating his lunch. 
You look at him and you establish the fact that he has a 
steaming plate of roulade of beef, gravy, and potatoes 
standing in front of him, and is about to gulp them all 
down, one after the other. His eyes roam back and forth 
across the plate, though nobody is trying to take any- 
thing away from him, there’s nobody near him, he’s sit- 
ting all alone at his table, and he’s worried, he cuts up and 
mashes his fodder, and quickly shoves it into his mouth, 
bit by bit, bit by bit, by bit, and as he works one bit in, 
one out, one in, one out, as he cuts, bolts, and gulps, 
smacks, sniffs, and stodges, his eyes examine, his eyes 
observe, the ever-diminishing remnant upon the plate, 
watching it on all sides like two snappish dogs, and esti- 
mating its quantity. Another bit in, another out. Period. 
Now it is finished, now he gets up, flabby and stout, 
the fellow has put everything away, now he’d better pay. 
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He fumbles in his vest pocket and smacks his lips: “How 
much is it, miss?” Then the fat baby goes out, pufiing 
and blowing, and he loosens his trouser-buckle behind a 
bit, to give his belly enough room. He has got a good 
three pounds stowed away in his stomach, all victuals. 
Now things are going to get started in his belly, some 
labor, now his belly has got to be busy with what that 
goof has thrown into it. His bowels shake and wobble, 
winding, twisting like earthworms, the glands do what 
they can, they squirt their juice into all that stuff, squirt 
away like firemen, saliva flows down from above, the 
fellow swallows, it flows down into his bowels, there is 
an attack on the kidneys, just like in department stores 
when the white-goods sales are on, and gently, gently, 
lo and behold, little drops begin to fall into the bladder, 
one little drop after the other. Just wait, my boy, wait, 
soon you will walk back, retrace your steps to the door 
marked “Gentlemen,” and that’s the way the world 
wags. 

They are negotiating behind the doors. Wilma, domes- 
tic servant, how do you spell your name? I thought you 
spelt it with a V, here it is, well, let’s make it W. She 
became very fresh. She behaved improperly, get your 
bags packed, clear out of this house, we have witnesses for 
it. She doesn’t do it, too much sense of pride. Till the 
sixth, three days difference included, I am ready to pay 
ten marks, my wife is at the hospital. You may make a 
claim, Fraulein, 22.75 marks is the sum in dispute, but 
I wish to state that I absolutely refuse to stand for things 
like that. “You common, low-down dog,” I suppose my 
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wife will be called to court when she is up again, but 
the plaintiff herself behaved insolently. The parties con- 
tract the following agreement. 

Chauffeur Papke and Wilhelm Trotzke, film distribu- 
tor, what kind of a case is this, it has just come up. Well, 
then please write: Wilhelm Trotzke, film distributor, ap- 
pears in person, no, I have only his power of attorney, all 
right: So you have been employed as a chauffeur, that 
is to say, a relatively short time, I bumped into him with 
my car, bring me the keys, so you got in dutch with the 
car, what have you to say? On the 28th, it wasa Friday, he 
was supposed to fetch the boss’s lady from Admiralsbad, 
it was in the Viktoriastrasse, they can testify that he was 
completely drunk. He is known as a drunkard in the 
whole neighborhood. See here, I never drink bad beer, 
anyhow. It was a German car, the repairs cost 387.20 
marks. What kind of a collision was it anyway? I start 
slidin’ in a jiffy, it hasn’t any four-wheel brakes—and 
my front wheel hit his rear wheel. How much did you 
drink that day, you must have drunk something at break- 
fast, went to the boss’s house; that’s where I get my 
meals, the boss looks out for his help all right, because 
he’s a good man. Why, we don’t hold the man respon- 
sible for the damage, but the dismissal without giving 
notice, he forgot himself because of drunkenness. Get 
your things; they’re in the Viktoriastrasse, all dirtied up. 
And then the boss said over the telephone: he’s a damn 
fool, he smashed up the car. But you couldn’t hear that, 
yes, your telephone talks that loud, if he hasn’t any bet- 
ter manners than that; he also telephoned that I stole 
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the extra wheel, I would like to ask that the witnesses 
be examined, I wouldn’t do anything of the kind, you’re 
both at fault, the boss said ass or fool, giving also the 
surname, do you want to settle it with 35 marks, it’s a 
quarter to twelve, there’s still time, you can call him up, 
if it’s all right, let him come here around quarter to one. 


A girl is standing in front of the door downstairs in 
Zimmerstrasse; she has just passed by here, she raises 
her umbrella and puts a letter into the box. The letter 
says: Dear Ferdinand, your two letters recerved with 
thanks. I’ve been really disappointed by you a lot, never 
thought things would take such a turn with you. Well, 
you must admit yourself, we are both still awfully young 
to unite ourselves for good. I think that in the end you 
must see that. Maybe you thought I’m just a girl like 
all the others, but that’s where you got burnt, my boy. 
Or maybe you think I am a rich match? But that’s where 
you're also on the wrong track. I’m only a working girl. 
I tell you this so you can act according. If I had known 
what was to come of it, 1 wouldn’t of started writing 
them letters. Well now you know my opinion, act ac- 
cording, you must know what you feel about it. Sin- 
cerely, Anna. 

In the same house, a girl is sitting in the back building 
in the kitchen. Her mother has gone out shopping, the 
girl is secretly writing in her diary. She is 26 years old, 
out of work. The last entry on July roth was as follows: 
Since yesterday afternoon I feel better again, but the 
good days are now so few and far between, I cannot speak 
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freely to anybody, as I would like to. So I have decided 
now to write everything down. When my periods come, 
I am no good for anything; the least trifle causes me 
great distress. Everything I see at that time keeps call- 
ing forth new thoughts in me, I can’t get rid of them, 
and I get so nervous that I can hardly force myself to 
do anything at all. A great unrest within me drives me 
from one thing to another, and yet I cannot finish any- 
thing. For instance: Early in the morning, when I wake 
up, I would prefer not to get up; but I nevertheless force 
myself to do it, and talk myself into courage. But even 
dressing makes me very tired, and it takes a long time, 
because so many fancies are going round and round in my 
head. I am constantly tortured by the thought of doing 
something the wrong way, and causing some disaster. 
Often when I put a piece of coal into the stove, and a 
spark flies up, I get so frightened and feel I must ex- 
amine everything about me to see that nothing has 
caught fire, and I might spoil something and start a fire 
without knowing it. All day long it’s the same thing: 
everything I have to do seems so difficult and if I force 
myself to do it, it takes a long time, in spite of all the 
pains I take to do it quickly. Thus the day passes and 
I haven’t done anything, because I have to think for 
such a long time before I make a move. When, in spite 
of all my efforts, I cannot get along in life, it makes me 
desperate, and then I cry a lot. This is the way my pe- 
riods always show. They began when I was 12 years old. 
My parents took all this for deceit. At the age of 24 I 
tried to end my life on account of these periods, but I 
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was saved. At that time I had had no sexual intercourse 
as yet, and so I put my hopes in this, but, alas, in vain. I 
have only had very moderate intercourse, and of late I 
don’t want to hear about it any more, because I also feel 
so weak, physically. 

August 14th. For the last week I am again in a very 
bad state. I don’t know what will become of me if this 
goes on. I think that if I had nobody in the world, I 
would turn on the gas without further thought, but I 
cannot do this for mother’s sake. But I really wish very 
much I could develop some serious illness from which I 
would die. I have written everything down the way 
things really look inside me. 


The Duel starts! It is rainy Weather 


But for what reason (I kiss your little hand, madame, 
I kiss) for what reason, let’s think it over, think it over, 
Herbert, his felt slippers on, muses in his room, and 
it is raining, it drizzles and drizzles, can’t go downstairs 
at all, no more cigars left, no cigar-store in the house, for 
what reason, I wonder, is it raining like that in August, 
the whole month simply swimming away from a fellow, 
it splashes off like nothin’ on earth, for what reason does 
Franz go to see Reinhold of late and jaw and jaw about 
him? (I kiss your little hand, madame, and no less a per- 
son than Sigrid Onegin made people happy with her 
song, till he gave the whole thing up, risked his life and 
thus won his life.) He surely knows why, for what rea- 
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son, he probably knows it all right, and then it’s always 
raining, he might as well come here. 

“Gee, why brood about it? You oughta be glad, Her- 
bert, that he gave up politics—if that fellow’s his friend 
—maybe.” “Well, Eva, his friend, just put a period 
there, young lady, I know better, betcha. He wants to 
get somethin’ outa him, he wants somethin’.” (For what 
reason, Id like to know, the sale is agreed upon by the 
General Administration and so the price may be re- 
garded as adequate.) “He wants somethin’, and why he 
wants it, and why he’s always goin’ around there and al- 
Ways jawin’ about it, well: he wants to give him the 
works; he wants to be in his good graces, you’ll see, Eva, 
and if he can get near 71m, he’ll just bang away, and 
nobody’ll ever find out what happened.” “You think 
so?” “Well, maybe not!” That’s clear, I kiss your little 
hand, madame, but what rain! “Clear as mud!” “Think 
so, Herbert? I thought right away, too, it was a bit 
queer, that a man should let a fellow run over his arm 
and then go up and see him.” “Clear as mud. I getcha!” 
I kiss. “Herbert, d’you mean it, that we shouldn’t tell 
him nothin’ about it, pretend we hadn’t noticed nothin’, 
and are quite blind?” “We’re jackasses, people can do 
anything with us they want.” “Yes, Herbert, that’s what 
we got to do about him, we’ll do it, got to. He’s such a 
funny guy.” The sale agreed upon by the General Ad- 
ministration so that the price obtained, but why, for what 
reason, must think it over, must think it over, the 
rain. 
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“You'll see, Eva, we can keep mum all right, but we 
gotta look out. Watcha think, suppose those Pums fel- 
lows smell a rat? Eh?” “That’s what I say. I thought 
that right away. Oh Lord, why does he go there with 
his one arm?” “Cause it suits him. Only we gotta keep 
a sharp lookout, and Mieze, too.” “T’1l tell er. What can 
we do, then?” “Gotta keep our eyes on Franz.” “If her 
old man would only leave her time for it.” “She might 
give him his walkin’ papers.” “Why, he’s talkin’ about 
marriage!” “Ha, ha, ha! That’s certainly rich. What’s 
he after? And Franz?” “Oh, that’s nothin’. She just lets 
the old guy babble away, why not?” “She’d better watch 
out for Franz. He’s tryin’ to get his man in that gang, 
and just wait, one of these days somebody’|l be brought 
up here in a cofin.” “For Lord’s sake, Herbert, now stop 
that!” “Eva, old girl, it needn’t be Franz, y’know. So 
Mieze’d better watch out.” “I?ll keep an eye on him, too. 
Y’know, that’s much worse than politics.” “Ye don’t un- 
derstan’ that, Eva. A dame wouldn’t get that! Pm tellin’ 
you, Eva, it’s just beginning with Franz. He’s just get- 
tin’ started.” 

I kiss your little hand, madame, he mastered life, won 
his life by risking it outright, a funny August we’re hav- 
ing this year, just look, it’s raining cats and dogs. 


“What’s he want with us? I said he was crazy, he’s 
batty all right, clean gone off his nut, and I told him, if 
a fellow’s got only one arm and comes and wants to play 
around with us. And him.” Pums: “Well, what does he 
say?” “What does he say? He just laughs and grins, why, 
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he’s dumb as hell; he must have a screw loose from what 
happened that time. First I says to myself, I ain’t hearin’ 
right. Whatsat, says I, about that arm of yours? Well, 
well, why not, the feller grins, he’s got strength enough 
in the other one, I should see him liftin’ weights with it, 
shootin’, even climbin’ if necessary.” “Is that true?” 
“None o? my business. Don’t like that guy. Do we want 
a bozo like that? Look here, Pums—we can’t use him in 
our work. Anyhow, when I see that guy with that bull’s 
face of his, aw, it gives me a pain.” “All right, if that’s 
what you think. Got no objection. Gotta go now, Rein- 
hold, to get a ladder.” “But get somethin’ solid, steel 
or somethin’ like that. Extending or folding. But not in 
Berlin.” “I getcha.” “And the bottle. Hamburg or Leip- 
zig.” “TI find it all right.” “And how’ll we get it here?” 
“Qh, leave that to me. Hamburg or Leipzig.” “Dll get 
the info.” “And how we gonna move it here?” “Leave 
that to me.” “So I won’t take Franz then, heh?” “Rein- 
hold, about Franz, he’ll only be a burden to us, I think, 
but we won’t bother about that. You better fix it up with 
him alone.” “Wait a minute, old boy, you really like that 
guy’s face? Listen. I kick him out of the car and he comes 
right up to me, I thinks to myself I’m seein’ things, by 
gosh, and there he stands, the boob, imagine it, what a 
jackass, dodderin’ away, and why did the jackass come 
up here, anyway? And then he grins at me and poso- 
lutely wants to come along.” “Well, just fix it up with 
him, and lemme go.” “Maybe he’s goin’ to snitch on us, 
heh?” “Maybe so, maybe so. Y’know, you'd better keep 
that feller outa your way, that’s the best thing, g’bye.” 
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“He’ll squeal on us, sure. Or, when it’s dark, he’ll put 
one of us on the spot.” “So long, Reinhold, gotta beat it. 
The ladder.” 

He’s some bonehead, that Biberkopf. But he wants 
somethin’ from me. Tries to play the hypocrite. Wants to 
start somethin’ with me, heh? That’s where you got the 
wrong number, if you think I won’t do nothin’. Pll let 
you stumble over my toes. Gimme rum, by gum! Rum/’s 
good for what ails you, all right. Auntie Paula eats to- 
matoes in her bed. On the urgent advice of a woman- 
friend who said... If that guy thinks ?m gonna 
worry about him, I ain’t an old age insurance company. 
If he’s only got one arm, let him go and get in on the 
dole. Reinhold ambles around the room, and takes a look 
at the flowers. When a fellow’s got flower-pots and that 
tart gets two marks extra every first of the month, she 
might water them pots, look at ’em now, nothin’ but 
sand. She sure is a dumbdora, a lazy wench, good for 
nothin’ but gulping down the money. But [ve gotta 
knock the cobwebs off her. Another rum. I learned that 
from him. Maybe I'll take that louse along with me, wait 
a minute, you’ll get it yet, if you’re so bent on havin’ it. 
Maybe he thinks I’m afraid of him. That’s how much 
you know, Jack. Let him come, let him come! He don’t 
need any money, the mack, he mustn’t try to put that 
over on me, he’s got Mieze, and then he’s also got that 
dirty louse, that loafer of a Herbert, that old bum, sit- 
tin’ there right in the pig-sty. Where are them boots? 
Pll step on his toes for him. Come to my bosom, sweet- 
heart, come on, come straight up, m’boy, to the sinners’ 
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bench. I’ve got a sinners’ bench where you can repent 
your sins. 

He ambles around his room, and dabs at the flower- 
pots with his fingers, I pay two marks, and that tart 
don’t water ’em. Up to the sinners’ bench, me boy, that’s 
the stuff, glad you’re comin’. To the Salvation Army, Ill 
get you there, too, he’ll have to go to the Dresdener 
Strasse, he’s gotta go to the sinners’ bench, that pimp, 
that swine, with his big slimy goggle-eyes, that mack, that 
brute, sure he’s a brute, there he sits in front, that brute, 
prayin’ while I look on, I could die laughin’. 


And why shouldn’t he go up to the sinners’ bench, 
Franz Biberkopf? Isn’t the sinners’ bench the place 
where he belongs? Who says that? 

What can be said against the Salvation Army, and how 
does Reinhold, this Reinhold of all people, get that way, 
poking fun at the Salvation Army, when the guy went 
there himself once, what do I mean, once, often, five 
times at least, he went to Dresdener Strasse, and what a 
state he was in, and they helped him, too. Why, his 
tongue was hanging out, and they fixed him up; but, 
of course, not in order that he should get to be such a 
scoundrel. 

Hallelujah, hallelujah! Franz knows what it is, all 
that singing and shouting. The knife touched his throat, 
Franz, hallelujah! He offers his neck, he wants to seek 
his life, his blood. My blood, my innermost being, at 
last it all comes forth, it was a long voyage before it 
came, O Lord, how hard it was, but there it is, I gotcha 
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now. Why didn’t I want to go up to the sinners’ bench, 
if only ’'da come sooner, oh, but here I am, Pve come. 

Why shouldn’t Franz go up to the sinners’ bench, 
when will that blessed moment come, when he will flop 
himself down before his terrible death and open his 
mouth and be allowed to sing with many others behind 
him: 

Come, sinner, to Jesus, do not hesitate so, oh bonds- 
man awake, come up to the light, come to the light’s 
bright glow, you may find complete salvation here on 
this happy day, oh, believe in Him, and light and joy 
will live in you alway. Chorus: For the all-conquering 
Saviour, He can break every chain, the all-conquering 
Saviour, He can break every chain, and lead you forth 
to victory down the happy lane, and lead you forth to 
victory down the happy lane. Music! Blow horns and 
trumpets, taraboomdeeay: He can break every chain, and 
lead you forth to victory down the happy lane. Tara, 
tara, tara, boom! Taraboomdeeay! 

Franz does not give in, it haunts him all the time, he 
does not ask about God and the world, it is as if the 
fellow were drunk. Along with the other Pums gang- 
sters, who don’t want him, he slips into Reinhold’s room. 
But Franz lashes about, showing them the one fist he’s 
got left and yells: “If you won’t believe me and wanta 
take me for a swindler and think I want to squeal on 
you, why, let it go. Do I need you if I want to do some- 
thing? I can go to Herbert or anywhere I like.” “Then 
go ahead and do it.” “ ‘Go ahead and do it!’ You num- 
skull, do you have to tell me ‘Go ahead and do it!? Look 
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at my arm, you, that fellow over there, Reinhold, pushed 
me out of the automobile, and with a bang too. ’ll tell 
you. I stood that all right, and now I’m here and you 
needn’t tell me ‘Go ahead and do it’! If I come to you 
and say, I’m with you, then you oughta know who Franz 
Biberkopf is. He ain’t never swindled anybody, you can 
ask anywhere you want. I don’t give a hoot in hell for 
what happened, my arm’s gone. I know you all, I’m here, 
and that’s the reason why, so maybe you know now.” 
The little tinner still can’t understand. “Then I’d like 
to know why you want to come here all of a sudden, after 
you used to run around the Alex with newspapers, and 
you said let anybody try to tell ye that ye oughta join 
up with us.” 

Franz straightens himself up in his chair and says 
nothing for a long time; the others are also silent. He 
has taken an oath to be respectable and you have seen 
how he stayed respectable for many a week, but that was 
only a respite, so to speak. He is dragged into a criminal 
case, he does not want this, he defends himself, but the 
issue he must face. For a long time they sit and say noth- 
ing. 

Then Franz suggests: “If you want to find out who 
Franz Biberkopf is, just go to the Landsberger Allee, to 
the cemetery, there’s a dame lyin’ there. I did four years 
for that. It was still my good arm that did it. Then I 
peddled papers. I thought I’d be a respectable man.” 

Franz groans softly and gulps: “You can see what I 
caught. Once you’ve lost that, you gotta stop paper- 
peddlin’ and lots of other things, too. That’s why ?m 
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here.” “I suppose we ought to give you a new arm, be- 
cause we smashed it up.” “You can’t do that, Maxe, I’m 
satisfied with sittin’ here and not runnin’ around on the 
Alex. I don’t blame Reinhold, just ask him if I ever 
said a single word about it. When I sit in the car and 
there’s a suspicious character with us, don’t I know what 
to do? Now let’s stop talkin’ about my damn-foolishness. 
Max, if you do a damn-fool trick one of these days your- 
self, well, I hope it’ll learn you a lesson.” Then Franz 
takes his hat and walks out of the room. So that’s the way 
things are. 

In the room Reinhold pours a nip of brandy from his 
little pocket flask and says: “As far as ?m concerned ?m 
through with all this stuff. I fixed him up the first time 
and Pll do it again. You may say it’s risky startin’ some- 
thin’ with him. But first of all, he’s already in deep, he’s 
a pimp, he admits it himself; as for going straight, that’s 
all over. The only question now is, why does he come 
to us and not to Herbert, who’s his friend. Don’t know. 
But I’m thinkin’ a lot. Anyway we’d be fools if we 
couldn’t hold our own with a certain Herr Franz Biber- 
kopf. Let him join us. If he pulls somethin’, he’ll get 
one on the beezer. I say let him come on.” Whereupon 
Franz comes. 


Burglar-Franz, Franz is not under the Auto, he 
sits Inside now, on Top, he’s fixed it 


In THE early part of August these gentlemen, the so- 
called criminals, are still in rest-billets behind the lines, 
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recuperating and attending to small jobs. As long as the 
weather’s fairly nice, a man who’s an expert or a pro- 
fessional doesn’t burgle or exert himself. He saves him- 
self up for the winter, when he’s got to go at it like hell. 
Franz Kirsch, for instance, the well-known yegg, es- 
caped eight weeks ago, in the early part of July, with 
another man from Sonnenburg prison; Sonnenburg, 
though the name be ever so charming, is, as a matter of 
fact, little suited for vacation purposes, and now he has 
had a pretty good recovery in Berlin, has about eight 
quiet weeks back of him, and is perhaps going to think 
of doing some work. But there’s a hitch, such is life. The 
man happens to take a street-car. Along come the bulls, 
it’s the end of August, and take him out of the street-car 
in Reinickendorf West, good-bye to rest, nothing doing 
any more. But there are still many outside, they are 
slowly going to start action. 

Before starting I should like to give you hastily the 
weather conditions according to the reports of the pub- 
lic meteorological service for Berlin. General weather 
conditions: The region of high pressure in the west has 
extended its influence as far as Central Germany, and 
generally brought better weather. The southern area of 
the high-pressure region is already diminishing. We may, 
therefore, expect that this improvement in the weather 
will not last very long. On Saturday the high-pressure 
area will still determine our weather and it will be fairly 
fine. But the depression which is now developing over 
Spain will affect the climatic conditions on Sunday. 

Berlin and vicinity: Partly cloudy, partly sunshine, 
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weak air currents, gradually rising temperature. In Ger- 
many: cloudy in the west and south, in the rest of Ger- 
many cloudy to fair, in the northeast somewhat windy, 
gradually warmer again. 

In this very temperate weather, the Pums gang, our 
Franz among them, set themselves slowly in motion; the 
ladies belonging to the mob are of the opinion that the 
swains should step out a bit, for otherwise they’d have 
to go out on the streets, and none of the girls likes to do 
that, unless she’s obliged to. Well, first of all, they’ve got 
to study the market, find purchasers, and if men’s and 
ladies’ wear don’t go, they had better tackle furs, the 
ladies think: they’ll do that in a jiffy, they’re always do- 
ing exactly the same job, and it’s easy to learn a trade 
like that. But they ain’t got the slightest mind for switch- 
ing jobs when business conditions are bad. Anyway, the 
girls got nothing to say about it. 

Pums has got in with a tinner who knows something 
about oxygen blow-pipes, so we got him with us; then 
they have a business man who has gone to the wall, 
he looks classy; of course, that louse doesn’t work, that’s | 
why his mother kicked him out, but he is a light-fingered 
gent, and knows his business, so they can send him every- 
where to look round and fix up an expedition. Pums says 
to the veterans of his gang: “Of course, we don’t really 
need to worry about competition, naturally we have it 
in our business like everyone else, but we don’t interfere 
with each other. However, if we don’t try to get good 
people who know their business and understand their 
tools, then we’ll get it in the neck. Might as well take 
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to plain hooking, and we don’t need six or eight men for 
that, anybody can do that on his own.” 

Since they’re out for ladies’ and men’s wear and furs 
now, everybody who can walk has got to start trotting 
and finding shops where one easily gets rid of things 
without too many questions being asked, and where the 
police aren’t likely to pay an early visit. The stuff can be 
faked up or sewn in a different way, or, as a last resort, 
stowed away for a while. Got to find it first, however. 

For one thing his fence in Weissensee gives Pums end- 
less trouble. When a fellow works like he does, you can’t 
do any business with him. Live and let live. All right. 
But just because he claims to have suffered some losses 
last winter—that’s what he says—and to have had no 
profits and incurred debts, while we had a good time in 
the summer, he comes now and asks for money and belly- 
aches a lot about having made a bad speculation. That’s 
it, he’s simply made a bad speculation, for he’s a jackass, 
a rotten business man, simply knows nothin’ about busi- 
ness, the fool, then he ain’t for us. Gotta look for some- 
body else. It’s, of course, easier said than done, but it 
can’t be helped, and as for things like that, it’s good old 
Pums who, alone of the whole gang, can attend to them. 
Anyhow, it’s queer, they hear everywhere that the other 
boys are also worrying about that; they want to know 
what becomes of the stock, for no one ever got fat just 
by cribbing things, it has got to be turned into money, 
but as I said: with Pums around, they stretch their legs 
and say: “As long as Pums is there, he’ll fix it up all 
right.” He’ll do it, he’ll do it all right. But suppose Pums 
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ain’t able to do it? Ha! Hah! Pums can’t always do it. 
Couldn’t somethin’ happen to Pums, too? He’s only hu- 
man, after all. Then how’re ye goin’ to get rid of the 
stuff, that’s what you gotta think about, and all your 
burglary won’t help you any. . . . Nowadays it’s not 
crowbars and blow-pipes alone that get a fellow ahead 
in the world, today he’s got to be a business man. 

That’s why, as September rolls along, Pums worries 
not only.about oxygen blow-pipes, but who’s going to 
take that stuff off my hands? He started all that in Au- 
gust already. And if you want to know who Pums 1s: 
he’s the silent partner in five good little fur-shops— 
never mind where—and then he’s put a little money into 
a couple of quick-pressing places, American plan, with 
ironing-boards in the window, a tailor stands around in 
his shirt-sleeves, he’s always lifting the board up and 
down, it’s steaming, but in the rear they’ve got a lot of 
suits hanging up, well, they’re what matters, it’s the suits 
that matter, and where we got ’em from, well, you simply 
say, from customers, they brought ’em in here yesterday 
to be pressed and altered, here are the addresses, and 
when a dick comes in to look around, everything’s jake. — 
So good old Fatty Pums has made his preparations for 
the winter, and now we can say, let ’er go. If anything 
happens, a man can’t prepare everything in advance, can 
he now? It won’t go without a bit of luck, but we should 
worry about that. 

Now let’s get on with our story. It’s early in Septem- 
ber, and our classy loafer, the go-between, who is also 
an imitator of animal-cries—but that’s another story— 

436 


Waldemar Heller is the baby’s name, and he’s really 
bright as hell, now, that lad has been snooping around the 
big clothing stores in Kronenstrasse and Neue Wall- 
strasse to get the lay of the land. He knows all about en- 
trances and exists, front-doors, back-doors, who lives up- 
stairs, who lives downstairs, who shuts up the place, 
where the time-clocks are, etc. Pums pays his expenses. 
Sometimes Heller pretends to represent a Posen firm 
which has recently started in business; well, people. 
would first like to make some inquiries about that Posen 
firm; all right, why not, I just wanted to see how high 
your ceiling is, next time we’ll come down from upstairs. 


The job is to come off during the night from Satur- 
day to Sunday. It is the first time Franz goes along. He 
fixed it. Franz Biberkopf is sitting in the automobile, they 
all know what to do, he has an assignment like the others. 
It all goes in a very business-like way. Another fellow 
has to be the lookout, that is, he’s not a lookout in the 
real sense of the word, three of the boys simply sneaked 
their way into the printers’ shop on the floor above dur- 
ing the previous night, they carried the ladder and blow- 
pipe upstairs in boxes and hid them behind the reams of 
paper, one of them drove the car away; at eleven they 
open the door for the others, not a damned soul in the 
house notices anything, there are nothing but office rooms 
and stores in the building. They sit peacefully working, 
one of them at the window keeps looking out while an- 
other watches the courtyard. Then they start blasting the 
floor, more than half a yard square, the tinner with the 
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horn-rimmed glasses does that. Next they cut through 
the wood of the ceiling, there is a rattling noise down- 
stairs, but that’s nothing, that’s just the débris of heavy 
stucco falling down, the ceiling bursts with the heat, 
through the first opening they thrust a fine silk umbrella 
into which the lumps fall, that is, most of them, of course 
it is impossible to catch them all. But nothing happens, 
downstairs everything is black and dead quiet. 

At ten they climb in, classy Waldemar first, because 
he knows the place. He walks down the rope-ladder like 
a cat, the boy’s doing that for the first time, he’s not the 
least bit afraid, people like that are regular greyhounds, 
they have all the luck, that is, of course, till things go 
wrong. Then it’s another’s turn to come down, the steel 
ladder is only 8 feet high, it doesn’t reach to the ceiling, 
so downstairs they drag up some tables, then slowly 
lower the ladder till it rests on the upper table, and here 
we are. Franz remains upstairs, lying across the hole on 
his belly. He gathers up the bundles of cloth handed up 
to him, like a fisherman, then puts them behind him, 
where another man is standing. Franz is strong. Rein- 
hold himself, who is downstairs with the tinner, is aston-. 
ished at the things Franz can do. A funny thing to be 
pulling off a job with a one-armed man. His arm grabs 
things like a crane, he sure has got a mighty punch, he’s 
some bloke. Afterwards they drag the baskets down. Al- 
though one of them is on the watch downstairs at the 
exit of the courtyard, Reinhold is also patrolling the 
place. Two hours, now we’re sitting pretty, the watchman 
walks through the house, better leave that man alone, he 
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won’t notice anything, never mind, he’d be a fool to let 
himself be shot dead for the few pennies he gets, well, 
there you are, he’s gone, he’s a good fellow, we might 
leave a blue-back beside the time-clock for him. By that 
time it’s two o’clock, at half-past two the car arrives. 
Meantime the men upstairs have a nice supper, but not 
too much liquor, otherwise they’d make a lotta noise, 
and then it’s half-past two, anyway. Two men pull off 
their first job with the gang today. Franz and the classy 
Waldemar. They quickly toss a coin, Waldemar wins, he 
has to put the seal on today’s trip, he’s got to go down 
the ladder again, into the dark devastated stockroom; 
and there he crouches down, pulls off his trousers and 
presses on the floor what he has in his belly. 

At half-past three, after they have unloaded, they 
quickly pull another job, for we won’t get together so 
young again, and who knows when we’ll see each other 
again upon the Spree’s green bank? Everything goes 
according to schedule. Only on the trip back they run 
over a dog, fancy a thing like this happening to them, of 
course it gets Pums excited beyond all reason, because 
he likes dogs, and he bawls out the tinner who acts as 
chauffeur, can’t he blow his horn, they chased that ki- 
yoodle into the street, because they can’t pay their taxes, 
and here you come and run over him and kill him. Rein- 
hold and Franz roar with laughter at the way the old 
fellow has a crazy fit over a mutt like that, he’s really a 
bit weak in the head. That dog was hard of hearing, I 
blew my horn, sure I did, once, and when did you ever 
hear of a dog being hard of hearing, well, maybe we'll 
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turn back and take him to the hospital, cut it out, you'd 
better watch out, I can’t stand that, a thing like this brings 
you bad luck. Whereupon Franz nudges the tinner: he 
means cats. Everybody roars with laughter. 


For two days Franz Biberkopf says nothing at home 
about what has happened. Only after Pums has sent 
him two hundred, and if he doesn’t need it, he’s to give 
it back, Franz laughs, he can always find use for it; sup- 
posing now I gave it to Herbert for Magdeburg. And to 
whom is he going, whom does he look straight in the 
eyes at home, well, whom, which tiny whom, well, whom 
do you think? For whom, for whom, have I kept my 
heart pure? For whom, for whom, sure, for you alone, 
tonight will happiness come near, boldly I call to you, 
my dear, for you, I swear, I'll always pine, tonight ?m 
yours and you are mine. Miezeken, my darling Mieze- 
ken, you look like a little bride made of marchpane, with 
little golden shoes, there you stand and wait, wonder- 
ing about all the fuss your Franz is making with his 
pocket-book. He squeezes it between his knees, and then 
he pulls out a couple of flimsies, holds them out and 
puts them on the table, beams at her and is as gentle 
with her as only he can be; he’s her big boy, he holds 
her fingers tight, what sweet slender little fingers she’s 
got! 

“Well, Mieze, Miezeken?” “What is it, Franz?” 
“Well, nothin’; I’m just glad aboutcha.” “Franz.” How 
that one can look atcha, how she can say a fellow’s name! 
“Tm just happy, that’s all. Look here, Mieze, that’s so 
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funny about life. With me things ain’t like they are with 
other people. They got no trouble, they flop around and 
run and earn somethin’ and doll themselves up. And me 
—I can’t do like them others. I got to look at my outfit, 
my coat, the sleeve, the arm’s missin’.” “Franzeken, 
yowre my dear old Franzeken.” “Well, look here, 
Miezeken, that’s the way things are, and I can’t change 
it, nobody can, but if you carried this around with you, 
and it’s like an open wound!” “Why, Franzeken, whatsa 
matter, ain’t I still here, and everything’s all right, so 
don’t let’s start talkin’ about all that again.” “I ain’t. 
That’s just it. I ain’t doin’ it.” He smiles up into her 
face, that smooth, taut, pretty little face of hers, what 
bright lively eyes that kid has: “Take a look, pipe what’s 
on the table, them bills, I earned ’em, so I did, Mieze— 
they’re yours.” Well, what about it? Whatcha makin’ 
such a face for, heh, looking at that money like that? It 
won’t bite you, it’s nice money. “Ye earned that?” “Yep, 
you see, girlie, I did that myself. P’ve gotta work, other- 
wise I’m no good. Otherwise I go blooey. Don’t tell no- 
body, it was with Pums and Reinhold, on Saturday night 
Don’t tell Herbert nothin’ and Eva neither. Baby, if they 
hear anything, itll be my finish with ’em.” “Where didja 
get it?” “Pulled a job, sweetie, I told you, with Pums, 
now what’s the matter, Mieze? I’m givin’ you this. Do 
I get a kiss, well, how about it?” 

Her head droops on her breast, then she lays her 
cheek against his and kisses him, holding him tight. She 
says nothing. She will not look at him: “You're giving 
me that?” “Yes, baby, who else do you think?” Funny 
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girl! What a lot of fuss she’s making. “Why—why do 
you want to give me any money?” “Well, don’t you want 
none?” Her lips tremble, she frees herself from him, 
and Franz understands now: she looks like she did that 
time on the Alex when they came from Aschinger’s, she’s 
turned pale as a sheet, she’s getting unsteady on her pins. 
She sits down, staring at the blue table-cover. What’s 
wrong now; can a man ever understand them janes? 
“Honey, dontcha want it? I been lookin’ forward to it 
like anything, say, we can go on a trip with this, you bet 
we can.” “That’s so, Franzeken.” 

She leans her head on the edge of the table; the girl 
is crying, really crying, what’s the matter with her? 
Franz strokes the nape of her neck, and is ever so gentle 
and kind to her, so gentle from the bottom of his heart, 
for whom, for whom have I kept my heart pure, for 
whom, for whom alone? “Honey, my Mieze, when we 
can start on a trip, then dontcha want to, say, dontcha 
want to come along with me?” “Sure.” She raises her 
head, that sweet, smooth little face of hers, the powder’s 
all mixed up with tears like a mayonnaise, and puts an 
arm around Franz’s neck and presses her little face to 
his, and then quickly she lets it go, as if something were 
tickling her, and starts bawling again, over the edge of 
the table, but you can’t see anything, the girl’s quite still, 
she doesn’t give herself away. What have I done wrong 
again, don’t she want me to work? “Come on, hold up 
that 11’] head of yours, come on, baby-face, whatcha cryin’ 
for?” “You want to, you want to,” she slips away from 
him, “you want to get rid of me, Franz?” “Honey, for 
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the luva . . .” “You don’t want to, Franzeken?” “No, 
why, for the luva . . .” “Why d’you wanta do anything, 
don’t I earn enough for you? I earn enough.” “Mieze, 
I just -wanted to give you a present or somethin’.” “No, 
I don’t want it.” She leans her head again on the hard 
edge of the table. “Well, Mieze, dontcha want me to 
do nothin’ at all? I can’t live that way.” “I don’t say 
that, but you needn’t just on account of the money, I 
don’t wantcha to.” 

And Mieze sits up, grabs her Franz around the waist 
and looks him beatifically in the face, babbling a lot of 
sweet nothings, and begging and coaxing: “Don’t want- 
cha to, don’t wantcha to.” And why doesn’t he ask when 
he wants something, but, darling, Pve got somethin’, I 
don’t need nothin’. “And so I shouldn’t do nothin’?” 
“‘Ain’t I here for that, Franzeken?” “But me—me. . .” 
She falls around his neck. “Oh, don’t gimme the slip.” 
She prattles away, kisses him, coaxes him. “Get rid of it, 
hand it over to Herbert, Franz.” Franz is so happy with 
the girl. That skin of hers! He can’t say it was a lotta 
boloney that stuff he said about Pums, but, of course, 
she don’t understand nothin’ about that. “Promise me, 
Franz, you won’t do that any more.” “But I’m not 
doin’ it for the money, Mieze.” Only then does she 
remember what Eva told her, how she should watch 
Franz. 

It dawns on her now, he doesn’t really do it for the 
sake of the money, that thing he said about his arm 
just now, he can’t stop thinking about his arm, and it’s 
true what he says about the money, he doesn’t care 
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about that, he can get as much as he wants from her. 
She thinks and thinks, holding him in her arms. 


Love’s Pain and Joy 


Arter Franz has hugged and kissed her, she goes out 
into the street again, on her way to Eva’s. “Franz has 
brought me 200 marks. Y’know where he got it? From 
them fellows, y’know, dontcha?” “Pums?” “Yeah, he 
told me so himself. What’ll I do?” 

Eva calls in Herbert. “Franz was out with Pums on 
Saturday.” “Did he say where?” “No, but what’ll I do 
now?” Herbert is astonished: “Imagine it, so he’s in 
cahoots with that crowd!” Eva: “Can you understand 
it, Herbert?” “No, that’s some mess.” “What’ll we do 
now!” “Leave him go. Y’think he cares about the money? 
I told ye that. He’s goin’ at it with a bang, we’ll hear 
more about him one of these days.” Eva stands opposite 
Mieze, the pale little whore she had picked up in In- 
validenstrasse; both of them suddenly remember where 
they met for the first time; the saloon next to the Balti- 
kum Hotel. Eva’s sitting there with a man from the 
sticks; she doesn’t need it, but she loves stepping out on 
the side, a lot of girls are there and three or four boys. 
And at ten a police raiding party comes trotting along, 
and all of them are carted off to the Stettin Depot Police 
Station, marching in goose-step, cigarettes in their 
mouths, cocky as hell. The bulls march in front and be- 
hind, with drunken Wanda Hubrich, the old war-horse, 
in front, of course, and then all the squawking at the 

444 


station, and Mieze, Sonia, who bawls and clings to Eva, 
because everything will be known in Bernau. One of the 
cops knocks the cigarette out of boozey Wanda’s hand, 
after which she walks off alone to the cell and starts kick- 
ing and cursing inside. 

Eva and Mieze look at each other, Eva eggs her on: 
“You've got to watch out now, Mieze.” Mieze implores 
her: “What can I do, anyway?” “It’s up to you. A per- 
son ought to know herself what to do.” “But I don’t 
know nothin’.” “Well, don’t start bawling again, kid.” 
Herbert beams on them. “I tell you, the boy’s all right, 
and I’m glad he’s hittin’ out now, he’s got a plan, he’s 
a clever lad.” “My God, Eva.” “Don’t start blubberin’, 
don’t blubber, kid, I’1l watch out.” You really don’t de- 
serve Franz, no she don’t, making all that fuss! What’s 
the damn fool sniveling about now, the bitch? Pll box 
her ears for her. 


Trumpets! The battle is on, the regiments are march- 
ing, tarara, tarari, tarara, Artillery and Cavalry, Cavalry 
and Infantry, the Infantry and the flying corps, tarari, 
tarara, tarara, we’re pushing into the enemy’s land. 
Whereupon Napoleon said: Forward, forward, without 
respite, go, it’s dry above and wet below. But if it gets 
dry below we’ll conquer Milan, and a medal be given 
every man, tarari, tarara, tarari, tarara, we’re going 
strong, we won’t be long, oh, what joy to be a soldier 


boy! 


Mieze does not have to blubber for long and think 
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what to do. It comes to her like a flash. There’s Reinhold 
sitting in his room with his swell girl-friend, or visiting 
the shops which Pums has fixed up for getting rid of the 
stuff. He still has time to think about things. That bozo 
is always bored and it doesn’t agree with him. When he’s 
got money it doesn’t agree with him, nor does boozing 
agree with him, but he’s getting along better, he sloshes 
around the café, listens in here and there, works, and 
drinks his coffee. 

And now, whenever he goes to Pums’s place or any- 
where else, it’s always this fellow Franz who is sitting 
there, right in front of his nose, that boob, that cocky 
fool with his one arm, who plays the grand Mogul, and 
still hasn’t got enough of it, and plays the hypocrite, too, 
as if that jackass couldn’t harm a fly, and sure as two times 
two is four he wants somethin’ outa me. The louse is 
always in a good humor and wherever I am, wherever 
I work, he’s there, too. Well, we’ve gotta get some air. 
Let’s get some air. 

But what is Franz doing? He? Well, what do you 
think he’s doing? He goes flopping around, the picture 
of the most complete tranquillity and peacefulness. You 
can do anything you want with that fellow, he always 
falls on his feet. There are such people, not many, of 
course, but they do exist. 

In Potsdam, there once was in Potsdam a man whom 
they afterwards called the living corpse. He was some 
card. The fellow, a certain Bornemann by name, pulled 
it off, after his business had gone to smash and he was 
staring fifteen years’ prison in the face, he blows, the 
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fellow blows; as a matter of fact it wasn’t Potsdam at 
all, it was near Anklam, Gorke was the name of the burg. 
So our Bornemann, while walking one day near Neugard, 
finds a dead man floating on the water, in the Spree, and 
Neugard, no, Bornemann from Neugard, says: “Why, 
Im really a dead man, now,” puts the stiff’s papers in 
his pocket and is now a stiff himself. Frau Bornemann 
wonders: “What’ll I do? There is nothin’ to be done 
about it, he’s dead, and if it’s my husband, well, thank 
God it’s him, not much loss with a man like that! What 
did I get from him anyway, a fellow like that does time 
half his life, to hell with the fool.” But my little Otto, 
live and let live is his motto, is far from dead. He gets 
to Anklam, and as he happened to notice that water is 
a nice thing, and he has a fancy for water, he becomes a 
fishmonger. He deals in fish at Anklam under the name 
of Finke. There ain’t no Bornemann any more. But 
they caught him nevertheless, and in what way and 
how, say, just hold your horses, now. 

Of all things to happen in the world, one day his 
stepdaughter chances to come to Anklam to get a job, 
fancy it, when the world is so big, she just happens to 
move to Anklam; and discovers this resurrected fish, who 
is by now 100 years old and hails from Neugard, and 
meanwhile, of course, a girl like that has grown up and 
flown the coop, so, of course, he doesn’t recognize her, 
but she spots him. “Say, ain’t you our father?” Says he: 
“Nope, you must be batty.” And as she won’t believe 
him, he calls his wife and his—count ’em!—five children, 
they can testify sure enough: “He’s Finke, the fish- 
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monger.” Otto Finke, everybody in the village knows it. 
Everybody knows it, Herr Finke is the man’s name, the 
fellow who died was named Bornemann. 

As for her, it has had no effect, and she’s not convinced. 
Off she goes, that’s the way with the female soul, a bee 
firmly lodged in her bonnet. She writes a letter to Berlin, 
to the police, Div. 4a: “I have bought things from Herr 
Finke several times; I am his stepdaughter, but he does 
not consider himself as my father, and he is deceiving 
my mother, for he has five children by another woman.” 
Finally the children are allowed to keep their front 
names, but behind they’re given the dirty end of the 
deal. Their name now is Hundt, with a dt, their mother’s 
name, so they became all at once illegitimate children, 
concerning whom the Criminal Code says: An illegiti- 
mate child and his father are not held to be related. 

Like this man Finke, Franz Biberkopf is the picture 
of complete tranquillity and peacefulness. Once he was 
mauled by a wild beast that bit his arm off, but then he 
stopped it with a blow that made it reel, now it mews 
and ramps along at his heel. Only one of Franz’s com- 
panions saw how he stopped the beast, and made it reel, 
so that it mews and ramps along at his heel. Franz walks 
with a very firm step, and carries his thick skull very 
straight. Although he can do nothing like other people, 
his eyes are ever so bright. But the man to whom he 
hasn’t done anything so far wonders: “What’s he after? 
He wants somethin’ outa me.” He sees things others 
don’t see, and understands everything. That muscular 
neck of Franz’s shouldn’t really affect him, nor should 
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his taut legs and his excellent sleep, but they, neverthe- 
less, do something to him, and he can’t keep quiet about 
it. He’s got to get back at him. And how? 

Just as when a door opens before a gust of wind, and 
a herd of animals rushes out of the pen. Just as when a 
fly excites a lion that taps at it with his paws, uttering 
a turrible roar. 

Just as when a guard takes his little key, gives a little 
push to a bolt, and out come a bunch of criminals, and 
then begin murder, manslaughter, burglary, theft, mur- 
der for robbery, etc. 


Reinhold walks up and down in his room, or in the 
saloon at Prenzlauer Gate, thinking up and down and 
round about it all. One day, when he knows Franz is 
with the tinner, working on a new idea, wonder what’ll 
come of it, anyway, he goes to see Mieze. © 

So she gets to see the man for the first time. There 
is nothing much to be seen about the fellow, Mieze, 
yow’re right, he doesn’t look bad, that chap, a bit sad, 
flabby, a trifle sick, too, he’s so sallow. But he doesn’t 
look bad. 

But take a good peep at him, give him your little paw 
and study, yes, study his face well. That’s a face, Mieze- 
ken, that’s more important for you than all the other 
faces on earth, more important than Eva’s, yeah, more 
important even than your beloved Franzeken’s face. He 
is walking up the stairs now, today is just like any other 
day, Thursday, September 3rd, just look, you feel noth- 
ing, know nothing, suspect nothing of your fate. 
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Now, what will it be, Mieze, little Mieze from Ber- 
nau, this fate of yours? You’re healthy, you earn money, 
you love Franz, and that’s why it comes walking up the 
stairs and stands before you, fondling your hand, Franz’s 
fate, and—there it is—yours, too. You needn’t stare at 
his face very closely, only at his hand, his two hands, 
those two insignificant-looking hands in gray leather. 

Reinhold is in his best bib and tucker, and Mieze at 
first does not know how to behave towards him. Franz 
has sent him up perhaps, or maybe it’s a trap laid by 
Franz, but no, that can’t be true. Now he says Franz 
mustn’t know he’s been there, he is so sensitive. It’s about 
this, he just wanted to have a talk with her, things are 
going pretty difficult with Franz now, he’s got that 
trouble with his arm, and if he really needs to work, well, 
they are all interested in that. But Mieze is too clever 
for that, and she knows what Herbert said, what Franz 
wants, and says: No, as far as earning money goes, he 
doesn’t really need it, there are always people ready to 
help him. But maybe that’s not enough for him, a man 
wants to work, too. Reinhold suggests: Very true, yep, 
he ought to. But what they do is hard work, it ain’t ordi- 
nary work, even people who got two healthy arms can’t 
always do it. The conversation goes back and forth. 
Mieze doesn’t quite know what he’s after, then Rein- 
hold starts asking her to let him have a cognac: he just 
wanted to find out about his financial condition, well, if 
it’s like that, they’ll all be careful about their friend’s 
interests, of course. Then he drinks another cognac, and 
asks: “D’you know me, Fraulein? Hasn’t he told you 
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anything about me yet?” “No,” says she, wonder what 
that man’s after anyhow, if only Eva were here, she 
understands that kind of conversation much better than 
I do. “We’ve known each other a long time, Franz and 
I, before he had you, there were others around then, 
Cilly.” Maybe that’s what he’s after, he wants to give 
Franz a black eye with me, he’s one of those fellows who 
tell all they know. “Well, why shouldn’t he have had 
others? [ve had another one, too, but he’s still my man, 
all right.” 

They sit opposite each other very quietly, Mieze on 
the chair, Reinhold on the sofa, both taking it easy. 
“Well, certainly, he’s yours; say, Fraulein, I hope you 
don’t think I’m tryin’ to cut him out, wouldn’t think of 
it. Only some mighty funny things happened between 
him and me, hasn’t he talked to you about ’em?” “What 
kinda funny things?” “They were really funny, Frau- 
lein, Pl tell you something frankly: if Franz is with 
our gang now, it’s only on account 0’ me, just for me, 
and because of them stories. We two always stuck to- 
gether as much as we could. That’s where I could tell 
you a lotta funny things.” “Is that so? Say, ain’t you got 
no work that you got time to sit here telling stories?” 
“Even the Lord sometimes takes a holiday, Fraulein, 
shouldn’t we plain mortals take two at least?” “Well, I 
should say you’re takin’ three.” They both laugh. 
“Maybe youre not far wrong there; I save up my 
strength, laziness prolongs life, as otherwise you spend 
too much energy.” She smiles at him. “A person’s gotta 
be saving, then.” “You know all about it, Fraulein, One 
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man’s like this, another’s like that. Well, I'll tell ye, 
Fraulein, Franz and me, we’ve always exchanged women, 
what do you say to that?” He turns his head to one side, 
sips his drink and waits to see what the little girl is going 
to say. She’s a pretty little thing all right, we’ll soon make 
her, you bet, and how I’m gonna pinch her legs. 

“Better tell that to your grandmother about exchang- 
ing women. That’s what somebody told me once, they do 
it in Russia. Maybe yow’re from there, that don’t happen 
here.” “But I’m tellin’ ye.” “Then it’s just a lot of apple- 
sauce.” “Franz can tell ye about it.” “Those musta been 
nice janes, for 50 pfennigs, yes, from the flop-houses, 
eh?” “Now you're gettin’ smart, Fraulein, that ain’t our 
line.” “Tell me, why on earth are you handin’ me that 
bunk, anyway? What’s your game, heh?” Just look at 
the little devil. But she’s nice all right, she’s crazy about 
him, that’s fine. “Nothin’, Fraulein, what do you mean, 
game? I just wanta get the low-down (a sweet little devil, 
she knocks you flat, come, come, Caroline, come), Pums 
himself gave me them orders, well, ’m goin’ to hop 
off, won’t you come to our club one of these days?” “So 
you can tell some more stories like that!” “No harm in- © 
tended, Fraulein, I thought you knew it all. Well, I also 
got some business I’d like to talk over. Pums said I’d 
better come to see you and ask about the money, and so on, 
seeing as Franz is so sensitive about his arm, but you 
mustn’t blab it to him. Franz needn’t know about it. I 
mighta inquired about it in the house, too, then I thought 
to myself: why all this secrecy? But you were in, and so 
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I'd rather come up to you openly and directly to ask 
you about it.” “I’m not to tell him nothin?” “No, bet- 
ter not. But if you really insist on it, I can’t do nothin’ 
to stop you. Just as you wish. Well, so long.” “No, the 
door’s on the right.” A fine baby, we’ll swing it, m’boy, 
sure. 

Little Miezeken hasn’t seen or noticed anything on the 
table, in the room, she just thinks, as she sees the liquor 
glass standing there, yes, what does she think? She’s 
thinking something now, as she puts her glass away, she 
knows nothing. I am so excited, that fellow’s got me all 
excited, everything is jumping around in me. What a 
story he told me. Did he just want, what did he want, 
anyway? She looks at the glass, which is in the closet, 
the last one on the right. Everything is dithering inside 
me, I must sit down, no, not on the sofa, that’s where 
that fellow was layin’ around. On the chair. So she sits 
on the chair and looks at the sofa where the man had been 
sitting. I?m terribly excited, what can it be? My arms and 
my breast, everything’s dithering inside me. Franz cer- 
tainly ain’t that kind of a dirty dog to exchange women, 
I could believe it about that scoundrel Reinhold, but 
Franz, no—they simply got him to act the fool all round, 
if that’s really true. 

She chews her nails. If it’s true; but Franz, why he’s 
a bit stupid, he let’s °em do anything with him. That’s 
why they threw him out of the car. That’s the kind of 
fellows they are. That’s the kind of society he goes with. 

She chews and chews her nails. Tell Eva about it? I 
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don’t know. Tell Franz about it? I don’t know. I won’t 
tell nobody. Nobody was here. 

She is ashamed, puts her hand on the table, bites her 
index finger. It doesn’t help any, something is burning 
her throat. Maybe they’ll do that with me too, they'll 
sell me, too. 

A hurdy-gurdy grinds away in the courtyard: In 
Heidelberg Town, I lost my heart. That’s for me, I’ve 
lost my heart, and now it’s gone blooey, and she moons 
into her lap; it’s gone, so I ain’t got any left; and what’ll 
I do about it, and if they drag me through the sewer, I 
can’t do nothin’ about it. But my Franz don’t do that, 
he ain’t no Russian, to go about exchanging women, 
that’s all a lotta hooey. 

She stands at the open window in her blue-checked 
dressing-gown and sings with the organ-grinder: In 
Heidelberg Town I lost my heart (that’s a deceitful 
gang, he’s right to smoke ’em out) ; on a sweet and lus- 
cious summer night (when is he coming home anyway, 
I?ll go meet him on the stairs), I had been hit by love’s 
old dart. (I won’t tell him a word, I won’t come to him 
with such mean stories, not a word, not a word, I love - 
him so. Well, I guess Pll put on my waist.) Her mouth 
laughed like a red rose bright. And as before the gates we 
had to part, the last kiss made me see it clear (and it’s 
true, what Herbert and Eva say, they smell a rat, and 
they just want to find out from me if it’s true; they can 
listen a long time, they must think I’m a dumbbell, if 
they want to catch me nappin’!) In Heidelberg Town I 
lost my heart, it beats on the Neckar’s banks, not here. 
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Brilliant Harvest Prospects, but there’s many a 
Sipue. ! 


HE cogs around and around everywhere, the very pic- 
ture of tranquillity and peacefulness. You can do what- 
ever you please with that boy, he always falls on his feet. 
There are such people. In Potsdam there was a fellow, 
at Gorke near Anklam, Bornemann by name, well, he 
makes a get-away from prison and comes to the Spree. 
There’s somebody floating on the water. 

“Well, Franz, what about it? What’s her name any- 
how, your sweetheart?” “Mieze, you know that, Rein- 
hold, her name was Sonia before.” “Is that so? Afraid 
to show her, I guess she’s too swell for us.” “Go on, 
dye think I got a menagerie and I got to exhibit her? 
Why, she goes around the streets, has her gentleman- 
friend and earns good money.” “Only you don’t show 
her to anybody.” “What do you mean, show her? The 
girl’s busy.” “Might bring her along sometime, I hear 
she’s pretty.” “Maybe so.” “T’d like to see her sometime, 
maybe you don’t want me to.” “Well, you know, Rein- 
hold, we were in business together once, you remember, 
with boots and fur-collars.” “Nothin’ doin’ in that line 
any more.” “No, that’s all over. You can’t get me any 
more for filthy tricks like that.” “All right, m’boy, I only 
asked about it.” (Dirty goof with his filthy tricks, al- 
ways talking about them tricks, just you wait, old horse.) 

When Bornemann to the water hied, a fresh corpse 
floating he espied, a bright idea that boy descried. Out 
of his pocket he pulled all his papers, gave em to him 
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and gave ’em to her. Certainly we heard that all before, 
but it can’t harm to hear the tale once more. Then to the 
tree the corpse he tied, it might have floated away, and 
got lost upon the tide. He straightway took the local to 
Stettin, bought a ticket, and when he arrived in Berlin, 
called up mother Bornemann from a saloon, she was to 
come at once, there was somebody there. Money and 
clothes she brings him here, he whispers something in 
her ear, then, alas, he must leave his lady dear. She 
promised to identify the corpse, he’ll send her money, 
if he gets any, but try to find some yourself. Then quickly, 
quickly he had to leave her behind, or somebody else the 
corpse might find. 

“That’s just what I wanted to know, Franz, so you 
like her a lot, eh?” “Ah, stop talkin’ about the janes 
and all that stuff.” “Just wanted to know. Don’t hurt to 
tell me, does it?” “No, don’t hurt me none, Reinhold, 
but y’know, you’re such a scoundrel.” Franz laughs, so 
does the other. “What about your sweetie, Franz, cant- 
cha really show her to me just once?” (My, what a 
little wag you are, Reinhold, ye kicked me out of the car, 
but now you're runnin’ after me.) “Well, what d’you 
want, Reinhold?” “I don’t want nothin’ at all. Just wanta 
see her.” “You wanta see if she cares for me? I tell ye 
she is all heart, from head to foot, a heart for yours 
truly, that kid. All she knows about is lovin’ and cooin’ 
and nothin’ else. Ye know, Reinhold, you'd never imagine 
how crazy she is. You know Eva, dontcha?” “Do 1?” 
“Well, y’see, Mieze would like me to . . . with her. 
No, I won’t tell you nothin’.” “Well, what is it? Go 
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ahead!” “Nope, you wouldn’t believe it, but that’s the 
way she is, ye never heard the likes of it, Reinhold. I 
ain’t never struck anything like it in all my born days.” 
“Say, what’s it all about anyway? With Eva?” “Yep, but 
keep it mum, well, she wants, that gal Mieze wants Eva 
to have a kid by me.” 

Bang! Both of them sit still and look at each other. 
Franz slaps his legs and explodes. Reinhold smiles, starts 
to laugh, but gets stuck. 

And so the fellow’s name is Finke, he goes to Gorke, 
where he becomes a fishmonger. One fine day who should 
come along but his stepdaughter. She has a job in An- 
klam and wants to buy a little feesh; she goes to Finke 
with a net in her hand, and says. 

Reinhold smiles, starts to laugh and gets stuck. 
“Maybe she’s a dike.” Franz goes on smacking his legs 
and snickers. “Nope, she’s got a case on me.” “I can’t 
imagine it.” (Unbelievable that things like that should 
happen, but it’s happened to this boob, and he’s grinning 
about it at that!) “What does Eva say about it?” “Why, 
they’re friends, those two, she knows her all right. In 
fact, I got to know Mieze through Eva.” “Say, Franz, 
you certainly make my mouth water. Look here, can’t 
I see Mieze some day, at twenty yards’ distance, through 
bars, as far as I am concerned, if you’re afraid?” “Gee, 
I ain’t at all afraid; she’s as true as gold and that sweet, 
you'd never imgine it. Ye remember I told you that time 
you should stop that business with so many girls, it ruins 
your health, why the best nerves can’t stand that. A man 
can get a brain-storm from that, that’s where you ought 
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to watch out, it would do you a lotta good. Well, you 
gotta see how right I am, Reinhold, I’ll show her to you.” 
“But she mustn’t see me.” “Why not?” “Nope, I don’t 
want to. Can’t you just show her to me like that?” “Cer- 
tainly, old horse, glad to do it. That'll do you good.” 

And then it gets to be three o’clock in the afternoon, 
Franz and Reinhold are walking along the streets. En- 
amel signs of every kind, enamel ware, German and 
genuine Persian rugs, payable in 12 monthly installments, 
hall runners, table- and sofa-covers, quilts, curtains, awn- 
ings, Leisner & Co., do you read Fashions for All, if not, 
ask to receive it free by return post, look out, danger of 
death, high-tension wires. They go to Franz’s house. You 
are now going into my home: all’s well with me, nothing 
can touch me, you'll see how things stand with me, my 
name’s Franz Biberkopf. 

“And now, we’ve gotta walk quiet. Pll open the door 
first to see if she’s here. Nope. Wait, here’s where I live. 
But she oughta be here soon. Now let’s see, how we’re 
gonna do it. It’s just a lotta playactin’, but mind you, not 
a peep outa you.” “Dontcha worry.” “Best thing is, you 
lie down here in bed, Reinhold, it’s not used during the — 
day anyway, and I’11 watch out so she don’t come in here, 
and then you can look through the lace-cover from up 
above. Go ahead, lie down, can you see anything?” “Yep, 
sure. But I gotta take my boots off.” “Might be better, 
at that, Ill put ’em out in the hallway and afterwards 
when you go, you can take ’em yourself.” “Gee, Franz, 
if only that don’t go wrong.” “You afraid? Ye know I 
ain’t afraid, even if she spots something, you ought to 
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know her.” “Nope, it’s better if she don’t see me.” “Now 
lie down. She might come in any minute.” 

Enamel signs, enamel ware of all kinds, German and 
absolutely genuine Persian Persian rugs, Persians and 
Persian rugs, ask for free mail delivery. 

In Stettin Chief Detective Blum says: “How did you 
come to know that man? How did you recognize him, by 
what, you must have recognized him by something?” 
“He is my stepfather.” “Well, then, we might as well 
go to Gorke. And if it’s true, we’ll bring him along right 
away.” 

Somebody puts the key into the lock of the door down- 
stairs. Franz calls out in the hallway. “Well, are you 
frightened, Mieze? Well, honey, here I be. Come on 
in! Don’t you put nothin’ on that bed. I got a surprise 
for you there.” “I’m gonna see what it is right away.” 
“Stop, first you gotta swear! Mieze, hands up, swear, 
everybody stand up, now, repeat after me: I swear.” “I 
swear.” “That I won’t go near the bed.” “That I won’t 
go near the bed.” “Till I tell you.” “Till I go over there.” 
“‘You’re to stay here. Swear again! I swear.” “I swear 
I won’t go near the bed.” “Till I put you in it myself.” 

She is serious now, she clings tight to his neck, and 
stays a long time like that. He notices there is something 
~ wrong with her, and he tries to push her towards the door 
out to the hallway, the thing can’t be done today. But she 
stands still: “I won’t go near the bed, lemme go.” 
“What’s the matter with my Miezeken, my little pussy 
cat, my li’! kitten?” 

She pushes him to the sofa, where they sit together, 
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clasped tight, and she says nothing. She begins to mum- 
ble something, starts pulling his necktie, and then it 
comes out: “Franzeken, can I tell you something?” 
“Why, of course, Miezeken.” “It’s about my old man, 
somethin’ has happened.” “Well, kitten.” “There.” 
“Well, what is it, kitten?” She fumbles with his necktie, 
what’s the matter with the girl, too bad that guy should 
be there just today. 

The Chief Detective says: “What do you mean your 
name is Finke? Have you got any papers?” “Well, all 
you need to do is go over to the City Hall.” “What’s in 
the City Hall doesn’t concern us.” “Papers, yes, 1 got 
’em all right.” “Fine, we'll take them along first of all. 
There is an officer from Neugard outside, who had a 
man named Bornemann from Neugard in his section, 
we'll ask him to come in.” 

“Franzeken, the last few times the old man has al- 
ways had his nephew with him, that is, he didn’t really 
invite him, he just came along.” Franz mutters some- 
thing and grows cold. “I see.” She keeps her face close 
to his. “Ye know him, Franze?” “Why should I know 
him?” “I was just wondering. Well, he’s always been 
around, and then one day he came along with us.” Franz 
is shaking, things are growing black before his eyes. 
“Why didn’tcha tell me nothin’, heh?” “I thought L 
could get rid of him. And why should I, if he just comes 
along.” “Well, and so . . .” The twitching of her lips 
against his neck grows more violent, then he feels a cer- 
tain moisture there, she clasps Franz tightly, the kid’s 
sure holding me close, that’s how she is, stubborn as a 
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mule, she don’t say nothin’. Ye can’t get the hang of it, 
when she starts like that, and what’s she blubbering about 
anyway, and now that guy’s laying there, I’d like to 
take a stick and beat on that bed till he couldn’t get 
up any more, damn ass, to make a fool out of me like 
that. But he’s shaking. “What’s wrong now?” “Nothin’, 
Franzeken, you mustn’t worry, only don’t hurt me, there 
wasn’t anything at all. Well, he came along again, was 
watchin’ all morning till I came away from the old man’s, 
and there he was, and I hadda go out driving with him, 
just couldn’t help it, I just hadda.” “Of course you hadda, 
didn’tcha?” “Yes, I hadda, what could I do? Franz, when 
a man acts that crazy. And he’s such a young man, too. 
And then . . .” “Where did you go?” “Before this we 
always went across Berlin, Grunewald, I don’t know my- 
self, then we walked, and I kept askin’ him to go away. 
And he cries and begs like a child and gets down on his 
knees before me. He’s such a young fellow, a locksmith.” 
“Well, he’d better be workin’, the lazy hound, instead of 
runnin’ around like that.” “Don’t know. Please, don’t 
get mad, Franz.” “I still don’t know nothin’ about what 
happened. Whatcha cryin’ for, anyway?” She says noth- 
ing again, just cuddles up to him and fondles his necktie. 
“Don’t get mad, Franz.” “Got a case on the guy, 
Mieze?” She says nothing. How afraid he is, he goes 
ice-cold, from head to foot. He whispers through her 
hair, he has forgotten all about Reinhold: “Got a case 
on him, eh?” She has clasped his body tight to hers so 
that he can feel every line of her body, and now comes 
her whispered word: “Yes.” Ow, he’s heard it, yes, heard 
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it. He wants to release her, shall I hit her, Ida, that man 
from Breslau, now it’s coming, his arm goes numb, he 
is paralyzed, but she holds him tight, like an animal, 
what does she want, she says nothing, holds him tight, 
her face pressed to his neck, he looks stonily beyond her 
toward the window. 

Franz shakes her, bellowing: “Whatcha want anyway? 
Lemme go now!” What’m I gonna do with the bitch. 
“But I’m here, Franzeken. I ain’t run away from you. 
I’m still here.” “Beat it, I don’t wantcha around.” “Don’t 
holler at me, my God, what have I done?” “Go ahead 
and stay with him, if you love him, you bitch.” “I ain’t a 
bitch, be nice, Franzeken, I told him already nothing do- 
ing and I belong to you.” “I don’t want to have any- 
thing to do with ye. I don’t want a bitch like you.” “But 
I belong to you, that’s what I told him, and then I beat 
it, and now you oughta console me.” “Say, you must be 
crazy! Let go of me! You’re crazy! Because you're in 
love with that fellow, you expect me to console you!” 
“Yes, you oughta, Franzeken, ain’t I your Mieze, and 
you love me, so you can console me; oh, that young fel- 
ler’s probably around now, looking . . .” “Say, stop 
that now, Mieze! You gotta go back to that fellow.” 
Mieze shrieks, he can’t get rid of her. “Yes, yow’re gonna 
go there and you’re gonna let go o’ me.” “No, I won’t, 
either. Then you don’t love me, then you don’t want 
me, what have I done?” 

Franz succeeds in getting his arm free, and he breaks 
loose. She runs after him, Franz turns around at once 
and strikes her in the face, so that she reels back, he 
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pummels her shoulder and she falls, he’s over her now, 
hitting her with his one hand wherever he can. She whim- 
pers, writhes, oh, oh, he’s beating me, he’s beating me, 
she tosses about, first on her belly, then on her face. He 
Stops to take a breathing-spell, the room is whirling 
around him, now she turns around, pulls herself up. 
“Don’t take a stick, Franzeken, that’s enough, don’t take 
a stick.” 

She sits there, her blouse all torn, one eye shut, with 
blood streaming from her nose, smearing her left cheek 
and chin. 

But Franz Biberkopf—Peeperkopf, Sleeperkopf, he’s 
got no name—the room’s turning round, the beds are 
over there, now he clings to one of the beds. And there’s 
Reinhold, the big bozo, there he lies, with his boots on, 
dirtyin’ up a fellow’s bed. What’s he want here? Hasn’t 
he got his own room? I’1l git ’im out, Pll kick ’im out, 
that’s what [11 do, d. 0. do, o as in shoe. So Franz Biber- 
kopf, Heebiekopf, Jeebiekopf, Sleepykopf, hops on the 
bed, grabs the fellow under the cover by the head, he 
makes a move, the cover flies high, and Reinhold sits up. 

“Well, Reinhold, git out now, git out, take a look at 
her and then git out.” 

Mieze’s mouth is wide open. Earthquakes, lightning, 
thunder, the tracks are rent asunder, twisted, the station, 
signal cabin, in ruins; there’s a roaring, rolling, fuming, 
smoking, clouds, nothing to be seen, everything gone, 
gone, blown away, vertically, horizontally. 

““What’s the matter, what’s hit this place?” 

She’s screaming, screams keep coming from her mouth, 
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agonizing screams against the thing behind the smoke on 
the bed, a scream-wall, scream-lances hurled against that 
thing, higher and higher, scream-stones. 

“Hold your trap, what’s hit her, stop, the house is 
comin’ down.” 

Screams welling up, scream-masses, against that thing, 
no time, no hour, no year, everything’s gone. 

And already Franz is being swept by the scream-wave 
into raving, ravening, raging madness. He stands by the 
bed and swings a chair in the air, it falls and crashes out 
of his hand. Then he bends over Mieze, who is still sit- 
ting up, yelling away, yelling and shrieking and shriek- 
ing; he puts his hands over her mouth from behind, flings 
her on her back, kneels over her, then lies chest-down 
against her face. I’]1—kill—her. 

The screams stop, she tries to struggle up with her 
legs. Reinhold wrenches Franz aside: “Heh, youll 
choke her.” “Get away, you!” “Get up now, get up.” He 
succeeds in dragging Franz off her, the girl is lying on 
the floor on her belly, she turns her head, whimpering, 
gasping, and lashes about with her arms. Franz stam- 
mers: “Take a look at the bitch, the bitch! Who do you © 
want to hit, you bitch, you?” “Now you beat it, Franz, 
put your coat on and come back when yovu’re cooled 
down again.” Mieze lies whimpering on the floor, she 
opens her eyes, her right lid is red and swollen. “Beat 
it, feller, you'll kill her yet. Put your coat on. There.” 

Franz pants and puffs; he lets Reinhold help him on 
with his coat. 

Then Mieze gets up, spits out phlegm and tries to 
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talk; she straightens herself a bit, then sits down and 
mutters with a rattle in her throat: “Franz.” He has his 
coat on. “Here’s your hat.” 

“Franz . . .” she is not screaming now, her voice has 
gone queer, she spits. “I... I... PiU—TIl goalong 
with you.” “No, just stay here, Fraulein, Pll help you 
afterwards.” “Franzeken, wait, I—I’ll go with you.” 

He stands there, fools with his hat, sucks his gums, 
pants, spits, and goes towards the door. Bang. Shut. 

Mieze moans, gets up, and, pushing Reinhold aside, 
feels her way towards the door. At the door into the 
hallway, she can’t go any farther, Franz is gone, down- 
stairs already. Reinhold carries her back into the room. 
After he has laid her panting on the bed, she sits up with- 
out help, clambers out, spits blood, and pushes her way 
towards the door. “Lemme get out, lemme get out!” 
She keeps on saying: “Lemme out, lemme out!” One 
glassy eye on him all the time. Her legs are limp. What 
a lotta slobber! It makes him sick the way she slobbers, 
I won’t stay here any longer, people might come along, 
and then it’s me who fixed her up like that. What the 
hell do I care about it. Good-bye, Fraulein, lid on, exit 
center. 

Downstairs he wipes the blood off his left hand, a 
lotta drool, he laughs out loud. So this is what he took 
me upstairs for, some show the boob gave me. So he put 
me in his bed with my boots on for this. The boob’s mad 
enough to pop. He got a good wallop on the chin, won- 
der where he’s at, now. 

He ambles off. Enamel signs, enamel ware of all kinds. 
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It was very nice up there, very nice! What a boob he is, 
did a fine job, my son, much obliged, just keep on that 
way! I have to laugh myself sick! 

And so Bornemann was in jail again in Stettin. They 
fetched his wife, the real one. Chief, you might leave 
my wife alone, what she swore is true, if I get another 
two years, I don’t care. | 


And it’s a great evening in Franz’s room. They laugh. 
They lie in each other’s arms, they kiss each other, silly 
as lovebirds. “Why, I almost killed ye, Mieze, I cer- 
tainly fixed you up, sweetie.” “That don’t matter s’long 
as you came back.” “Did Reinhold go nght away?” 
“Yes.” “Ain’t you gonna ask me, Mieze, why he was 
here?” “No.” “Dontcha wanta know?” “No.” “But, 
Mieze.” “No. It ain’t true, anyhow.” “What ain’t true?” 
“You wanted to palm me off on him.” “What?” “That 
ain’t true?” “Say, Miezeken.” “TI know all about it, and 
it’s all right.” “He’s my friend, Mieze, but he’s certainly 
filthy-minded with the girls. I just wanted to show him 
what a respectable girl’s like. That’s what I wanted him | 
to see.” “Well, all right.” “Ye still love me? Or only 
that other feller?” “I’m all yourn, Franz.” 


Wednesday, August 29th 


Anp she keeps her gentleman-friend waiting two whole 

days, which she spends entirely with her beloved Franz, 

riding out with him to Erkner and Potsdam, and being 

generally nice to him. She now has her secret with him, 
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now more than ever in fact, the little devil, and she is 
not a bit afraid as to what her beloved is up to with that 
Pums gang; she’s going to start something herself. She’s 
going to look around on her own and see who’s there in 
the dance-hall or the bowling-alley. Anyhow, Franz 
doesn’t take her along with him, Herbert takes his Eva 
along, but Franz says: that’s no place for you, I don’t 
want you to go with such hell-cats. : 

But little Sonia, Miekezen, wants to do something for 
Franz, our little kitten wants to do something for him 
that’s nicer than earning money. She’s going to ferret 
everything out and protect him. 

And when the next ball comes off, and the Pums mob 
and their friends go out to Rahnsdorf, it’s a private party, 
there’s a girl with them nobody knows, the tinner 
brought her along as his girl, she wears a mask, and once 
she even dances with Franz, but only once, afterwards 
he’d smell her perfume. That’s in Miiggelhort, at night 
they hang paper lanterns in the garden, an excursion 
steamer leaves for home, full to the gunwale, the band 
sounds a flourish of farewell as it leaves, but they’re still 
dancing and drinking inside till after three. 

Thus Miezeken floats around with her tinner, who 
brags and shows off what a fine gal he has. She sees Pums 
and her Grace, his lady, and Reinhold looking very 
gloomy—he’s always in the dumps—and the classy go- 
between. Around two she decamps in an automobile with 
the tinner; she lets him kiss her wildly in the car, why 
not? She knows more now than she did before, it won’t do 
her any harm. What does Miezeken know? How all the 
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Pums boys look, that’s why he can love her up, she’ll 
always be Franz’s girl anyway, they ride on into the 
night, on just such a night these blokes had thrown her 
Franz out of the car, and now he’s after this fellow, and 
he certainly knows who he is, and they’re all afraid of 
him, else why did Reinhold come up to Franz’s place, 
that’s certainly a fresh feller, my Franz, he’s a darling 
boy, I could die kissing this tinner, that’s how much I 
love my Franz. Yes, go ahead and love me up, I’ll bite 
your tongue off, baby, the way that fellow drives he’ll 
get us into a ditch yet, hurray, it sure was heavenly with 
you boys tonight, shall I turn to the right or the left now, 
drive any way you want, you’re one sweet little duck, 
Mieze, well, do I taste right to you, Karl, you’ll take me 
out again, wontcha, wow, the dumbbell’s tight, he’ll 
drive us into the Spree yet. 

No, that’s not possible, then I'd have to drown, and I 
have lots to do yet, Pve got to follow my dear Franz, 
I don’t know what he wants to do, he doesn’t know what 
I want, it must be kept between us as long as he wants to 
and I want to, we both want the same thing, the same 
thing do we both want, oh, but it’s hot, kiss me some 
more, there, hold me tight now, Karl, Pm melting away, 
baby, Pm melting away. 

Ly! Karl, my dear I] Karl, my joy, you’re my best 
and dearest boy, along the road the black oak trees whizz 
by, Pll give you 128 days out of the year, each one with 
its morning, noon, and night. 


There came two cops all dressed in blue along to the 
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graveyard, hallee, halloo. They sat down on a tombstone 
fine and inquired of the people who came by, after a cer- 
tain Kasimir Brodowicz, had they seen him? He did 
something thirty years ago, they don’t know quite what, 
and as likely something’!l happen again, you never can 
tell with those lads, so now we want to take his finger- 
prints, and measure his length, and best of all, to catch 
him first, bring him along, tralee, trala. 

Reinhold pulls up his trousers and strides back and 
forth in his room, this tranquil life and so much money 
don’t agree with him. He’s sent his last girl away now, 
he’s tired of the classy jane anyhow. 

A fellow has got to do something else occasionally. 
He'd like to start something with Franz. That jackass 
is going around again now, beaming and bragging about 
his girl. As if it amounted to anything. I might take her 
away from him, yet. She gave me the creeps the other 
day with her slobbering. 

The tinner, whose name is Matter, but he’s known to 
the police under the name of Oskar Fischer, looks aston- 
ished when Reinhold asks him about Sonia. Just like 
that he asks about Sonia, and Matter confesses without 
further ado, well, if you know it, then you know it, that’s 
all. So Reinhold puts his arm around Matter’s waist, and 
asks if Matter could let him have her for a little party. 
Then it develops that Sonia belongs to Franz and not 
to Matter. Well, then, Matter might get the girl to 
join him in an automobile ride out to Freienwalde, some 
time. 

“Then you gotta ask Franz and not me.” “TI can’t ask 
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Franz, he’s got something against me, dating from the 
old days, and besides I don’t think she falls for me, I 
noticed that.” “I won’t have nothin’ to do with that. 
Suppose I want her for myself.” “Ah, go ahead. Just 
for a ride.” “As far as I’m concerned, you can have all 
the dames you want, Reinhold, her, too, but how can 
I get hold of her?” “Well, don’t she run around with 
you? Listen, Karl, suppose I letcha have a coupla brown- 
backs.” “Hand ’em over!” 

Two cops in blue sat on a stone, questioned everybody 
who passed by, and held up all the automobiles, had 
they seen a fellow with a yellowish face and black hair? 
They’re looking for him. They don’t know what he’s 
done or will do, that’s in the police records. But nobody 
has seen him, or rather nobody wants to admit having 
seen him. So the two cops have to go farther along the 
road, and two dicks join up with them. 


On Wednesday, August 29, 1928, after this year has 
already lost 248 days and hasn’t many more to lose— 
and they are irrevocably gone, what with a ride to 
Magdeburg, a restoration and a recovery, Reinhold’s ad- 
justment to liquor, Mieze’s emergence, and now they 
commit their first burglary this year, and Franz is again 
the picture of beaming tranquillity and complete peace- 
fulness—the tinner shoots off with little Mieze into the 
landscape. She told him, Franz, that is, that she was go- 
ing out with her gentleman-friend. Why she takes the 
ride, she doesn’t know. She only wants to help Franz, 
but just how, she doesn’t know. In the night she had 
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dreamed that her and Franzeken’s beds were under the 
lamp in their landlady’s living-room, the curtain in front 
of the door moves, and something gray, a kind of ghost, 
emerges slowly from it and comes into the room. Help, 
she cried, and sat up in bed with Franz fast asleep be- 
side her. Ill help him, nothing shall happen to him, and 
then she lay down again, it’s funny how our beds roll 
forward into the living-room, 

Bang, they are out in Freienwalde, it’s nice in Freien- 
walde, a bathing resort, with its pretty Kurgarten and 
yellow gravel, and lots of people walking about. Whom 
will they meet now, just after they have eaten their 
lunch on a terrace next to the Kurgarten? 

Earthquake, lightning, lightning, thunder, tracks torn 
up, the station in ruins, rolling, fuming, smoking, clouds, 
everything gone, clouds of vapor, nothing to be seen, 
clouds of vapor, screams up-welling. . .. I’m yourn, 
yours forever! 

Let him come, let him take a seat, ?’'m not afraid of 
him, not that one, Pll look him straight in the face. 
“This is Fraulein Mieze, you know her, don’t you, Rein- 
hold?” “Slightly. Glad to meetcha, Frdaulein.” 

And so they sit in the Kurgarten at Freienwalde; some- 
body in the place is playing the piano very nicely. I’m 
sitting here in Freienwalde, and he’s sitting opposite me. 

Earthquake, lightning, clouds of vapor, everything 
gone, but it’s nice we met him, I’I] sound him out about 
everything that happened with Pums, and what Franz 
does, I’1l make him hot, that’ll do the trick; keep him 
on tenterhooks, then hell come around, Mieze dreams 
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now of how fortune will favor her. The pianist sings: 
Answer owi, that’s French, my baby, Answer ja, or in Chi- 
nese, maybe, As you wish, it doesn’t matter, Love’s an 
international chatter, Say it under the rose, Or through 
the nose, Say it ecstatically, Or emphatically, Answer ow, 
Say ja, or yes, And anything else you want, I guess. 

A few glasses of liquor are brought and they all treat 
themselves to a wee little nip. Mieze betrays the fact 
that she was at the ball, which gives rise to a splendid 
conversation. The conductor at the piano plays by gen- 
eral request: Jn Switzerland and Tyrol, words by Fritz 
Roller and Otto Stransky, Music by Anton Profes.—In 
Switzerland and on Tyrol’s height, One feels so well by 
day and night, In Tyrol the milk comes warm from the 
cow, In Switzerland there’s the tall Jungfrau. But here, 
we’ll honestly admit, Life isn’t such a grand old hit, And 
that’s why I think it’s simply grand, In Tyrol and in 
Switzerland, Yipiaddyii—On sale in all music stores. 
Yipiaddyi, Miezeken laughs, my darlin’ Franz thinks 
I’m with my old man now, but it’s with himself I am, 
and he don’t notice it. 

Then, afterwards, we’ll drive around in the neighbor- 
hood with that there car. That’s what Karl, Reinhold, 
and Mieze want, backwards it’s Mieze, Reinhold, and 
Karl, or Reinhold, Karl, and Mieze, they want it all 
together. Just at that moment, the telephone has to ring 
and a waiter calls: Herr Matter wanted on the telephone, 
didn’tcha give the high sign, Reinhold, young man, well, 
we won’t say anything, Mieze smiles, too, if neither of 
you got anything against it, looks as if it would develop 
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into a pleasant afternoon. And now little Karl is back 
again, oh, Karl, my boy, Karl, my boy, yow’re my love 
and yowre my joy, somethin’ hurtin’ my baby, nope, 
gotta rush back to Berlin, you stay, Mieze, I gotta go, you 
never can tell. He gives Mieze another 1i’] kiss, and 
don’t say nothin’, Karl, you know me, honey, for every 
man, if he can, everywhere, likes a little change of air, 
so long, Reinhold, happy Easter, merry Xmas. Hat off 
the hook, and he’s gone. 

Well, here we are. “Now whatcha say to that?” “Well, 
Fraulein, there wasn’t any use in yellin’ like that the 
other day, now was there?” “That was just because I 
was afraid.” “Of me?” “A person gets used to people.” 
“Very flatterful.” How the little tart rolls her eyes, a 
sweet, nice little baggage! Let’s bet Pll get her today; 
you just wait a bit, m’boy, I’m just gonna keep ye flop- 
ping around a little, and then you'll tell me everything 
you know. Gosh, he certainly looks funny. He musta 
drunk a whole bottle of vinegar. 

The pianist has sung himself out and the piano is 
tired, it would like to go to sleep, too; Reinhold and 
Mieze wander up the hill together, and stroll into the 
wood. They talk of this and that, walking arm-in-arm, 
he’s not such a bad sort. And when, around six, they come 
back to the Kurgarten again, Karl is there waiting for 
them, he’s already back with the car. Are we going home 
so soon, it’s full moon tonight, let’s go into the woods to- 
gether, it’s so nice there, all right let’s go. So at eight 
the three of them wander into the woods together, and 
Karl has to hurry back to the hotel to reserve rooms, and 
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see about the car. We’ll meet in the Kurgarten later on. 

There are many trees in this wood, and many people 
walking arm-in-arm together, there are lonely paths as 
well. They walk dreamily side by side. Mieze would like 
to ask something, but she doesn’t know what, it’s ever 
so nice walking arm-in-arm with this man, oh, I’ll ask 
him another time, it’s such a nice evening. Lord, what 
must Franz think of me? I must soon get out of the 
woods, it’s so nice walking here. Reinhold has taken her 
arm, he’s got a right arm, he walks on my left side, Franz 
is always on my right, strange to walk like this, he has 
a strong, vigorous arm, what a great big fellow he is! 
They walk between the trees, the ground is soft, Franz 
has good taste. Pll get her away from him, and she’ll 
belong to me one month, then he can do about it as he 
pleases. If he starts anything he’ll get it in the neck on 
our next trip so he’ll forget to get up again, she’s a nice 
jane, a frisky jane, too, and she’s true to him. 

They walk and talk of this and that. It is getting 
darker. It’s better if they talk, Mieze sighs, it’s so dan- 
gerous to walk without talking, and only just feel the 
fellow beside you. She’s always looking at the road, wants 
to see where it goes. I don’t know what I want with him; 
oh, my God, what do I want with him anyway? They 
walk around in a circle. Without his noticing anything, 
Mieze leads him back to the road. Open your eyes, here 
we are back again! 

It’s eight o’clock. He pulls out his flashlight, they are 
on their way back to the hotel, we’ve left the woods be- 
hind, the little birds, the little birds, ah, how sweetly 
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they were singing. He begins to tremble. That was a 
strangely silent road. He’s got good eyes. He walks 
peacefully beside her. The tinner’s waiting, all alone on 
_ the terrace. “Got the rooms?” Reinhold looks around for 
Mieze; she’s gone. “Where’s the lady?” “Gone to her 
room.” He knocks. “The lady has given orders, she’s 
gone to bed.” 

He’s trembling now. How lovely that was. The dark 
wood, the birds. What’m I after with that girl? Franz 
certainly has a fine girl. I’d like to have her. Reinhold 
is sitting on the terrace with Karl. They are smoking 
thick cigars. They smile at each other. Why should we 
stay here, anyway? We might as well sleep at home. Rein- 
hold is breathing deeply, slowly, slowly drawing at his 
fragrant weed, the dark wood, we walk around in a circle, 
she leads me back again. “If you wanta, Karl. I'll stay 
here tonight.” 

And then they tramp together to the edge of the wood, 
and sit there, watching the autos pass. There are lots of 
trees in this wood, the ground is soft to walk on, lots 
of people are wandering arm-in-arm, I certainly am a 


dirty bastard. 


Saturday, September Ist 


Tuat was Wednesday, August 29, 1928. 

Three days later everything repeats itself. The tinner 
comes with a car, Mieze—didn’t Mieze just say yes right 
away when he asked her if she wanted to go out to Freien- 
walde again, and Reinhold would like to come along, 
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too. I’ll be stronger this time, she thinks, as she takes her 
seat in the car, I won’t go into the woods with him. She 
said yes right away, for Franz has been very sad these 
last few days, but he don’t say why, and I must know 
why, I must get at the bottom of that. He has plenty of 
money from me, he has everything in fact, he lacks for 
nothing, I wonder what is worrying him. 

Reinhold is sitting in the car beside her, and right 
away puts his arm around her waist. Everything has been 
well thought out. Today you’re gonna ride away from 
your beloved Franz for the last time, today you’re gonna 
stay with me, as long as I want you to. You're the five- 
hundredth or the thousandth woman [ve had, every- 
thing went fine and in apple-pie order up till now, itll 
all go well again. She sits there and doesn’t know what’s 
going to happen, but I know it, and that’s all right. 

At Freienwalde they leave the car in front of the inn, 
Karl Matter goes walking alone with Mieze through 
Freienwalde, it is Saturday, September Ist, and four 
o’clock. Reinhold would like to sleep another hour in the 
inn. After six Reinhold comes creeping out, tinkers a 
bit with the auto, then swills a coupla drinks and goes 
off. 

Mieze feels happy in the woods. Karl is so nice and 
has heaps to talk about, he has taken out a patent, but the 
firm where he works pinched it from him, that’s the 
way employees get cheated, they have to agree to that 
in advance, in writing; so thanks to the patent the firm 
became millionaires, he only works with Pums because 
he’s inventing a new model now, which will completely 
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cut out the one the firm stole from him. A model like 
that costs a lot of money. He can’t give it away to Mieze, 
it’s a huge secret, but everything in the world will be 
changed if it comes off, all the street-cars, fire-engines, 
garbage disposal, everything, it can be adapted to every- 
thing, anything at all. They tell each other stories about 
their auto trip to the masked ball, how the oak trees 
whizzed by, along the road, I give you 128 days of the 
year, each with its morning, noon, and night. 

“Yoo-hoo, yoo-hoo,” Reinhold calls across the wood. 
That’s Reinhold. They answer: “Yoo-hoo, yoo-hoo.” 
Karl goes and hides, but Mieze grows more serious when 
Reinhold comes up. 

The two cops in blue got up from the stone. And they 
said that their investigation had been futile and without 
results, there’s nothing to be done, only unimportant 
things happen here, all we can do is to give a written re- 
port to the authorities. And if something should happen, 
well, we'll read about it anyway, it'll be on the poster 
column. 


But in the woods Mieze and Reinhold are walking 
alone, a few little birds chirp and twitter softly. Over- 
head the tree-tops begin to sing. 

First one tree sang, and then another tree, then they 
sang together, then they were silent again, and then they 
sang above the heads of the two. 

There is a mower, death yclept, has power which the 
Lord has kept. When he ’gins his knife to whet, keener 
it grows and keener yet. 
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“Oh, I’m glad, really glad, to be back again in Freien- 
walde, Reinhold. You know, day before yesterday, it 
was pretty wasn’t it, really pretty.” “Only a bit too short, 
Fraulein. You musta been tired, I knocked at your door, 
but ye didn’t open it.” “The air stings my skin, and then 
that ride and everything.” “Well, wasn’t it just a bit nice, 
though?” “Certainly, what do you mean?” “I just mean, 
when you go for a walk like that, and with such a pretty 
little young lady.” “Pretty young lady, now stop your 
joshin’. Do I say pretty gentleman?” “Well, the fact 
that you go walkin’ with me—” “What about it?” “Well, 
I imagine there ain’t much in a fellow like me. That you 
should go walking with me, Fraulein, you can believe 
me, it gives me really a lotta pleasure.” He’s a lamb. 
“Haven’t you got a girl-friend?” “Girl-friend, what’s 
a girl-friend nowadays?” “Oh, well.” “Yep. There’s all 
kinds of ?em. You don’t know anything about that, Frau- 
lein. You got a friend there who’s straight, and he does 
something for you. But a girl, she just wants to amuse 
herself, and as for her heart—why, she ain’t got any.” 
“You certainly must be outa luck.” “You see, Fraulein, 
that’s how all that—well, that business of exchanging’ 
dames came up. But you don’t want to hear nothin’ about 
that, do you?” “Oh, go on, what was that, anyway?” “I 
can tell you exactly what it was, and you'll understand 
it then. Can a fellow keep a dame longer than a coupla 
months or a coupla weeks when she ain’t worth nothin’? 
Well, supposin’ she tops around, or she ain’t worth 
nothin’, don’t understand nothin’, gets mixed up in every- 
thing, or boozes, maybe?” “Why, that’s rotten.” “Y’see, 
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Mieze, that’s what happened to me. That’s the way 
things happen to a feller. Just a lotta trash, rubbish, filth. 
It all come outa the garbage-can. Would you like to be 
married to somethin’ like that? Well, not me, not for a 
single hour. And so a fellow stands it for a little while, 
a coupla weeks, maybe, and then it simply don’t go any 
more, she’s just got to get out, and there I am again, 
taint nice. But it’s nice here.” “I suppose there’s a little 
variety in it too, ain’t there?” Reinhold laughs: “Whatcha 
mean, Mieze?” “Well, well, you probably like a change, 
too, once in a while, eh?” “Well, why not, we’re all hu- 
man beings after all, ain’t we?” 

Laughing, they walk along arm-in-arm, it’s September 
1st. The trees keep on singing. It’s one long sermon. 

To everything there is a season, and a time to every 
purpose under the heaven; to everything its hour, to 
everything its year, a time to be born, and a time to die, 
a time to plant and a time to pluck up that which is 
planted; to everything its season, a time to kill, and a 
time to heal; a time to break down and a time to build 
up; a time to get, and a time to lose; a time to keep and 
a time to cast away; a time to rend and a time to sew, a 
time to keep silence, and a time to speak. To everything 
there is a season. Therefore I say there is nothing better 
than to laugh and to be happy. Better than to be happy. 
Happy, let us be happy. There is nothing better beneath 
the sun than to laugh and to be happy. 

Reinhold holds Mieze’s hand, he is walking on her 
right, what a strong arm he has! “You know Mieze, as 
a matter of fact, I didn’t have the courage to invite you, 
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that time, y’know when I mean.” And then we walk for 
half an hour and talk very little. It’s dangerous to walk 
so long without saying anything. But you can feel the 
pressure of his right arm. 

Where shall I take the sweet little minx, gosh, she 
certainly is a very special line, I believe Dll save that 
girl up for later on, a fellow’s got to enjoy life, maybe 
ll drag her into the hotel, and in the night, in the night, 
when the moon shines bright. “Why, you’ve got your 
hand all covered with scars and yow’re tattooed on your 
chest, too?” “Yep, d’ye want to see it?” “Why did you 
have yourself tattooed?” “It depends where, Fraulein.” 
Mieze sways on his arm, sniggering: “I can guess it, the 
feller I had before Franz, the way he had himself painted 
up, you wouldn’t believe it!” “It hurts, but it’s nice. 
You want to see it, Fraulein?” He lets go her arm, 
quickly bares his chest, shows his chest, here we are. It’s 
an anvil with a laurel-wreath around it. “Now just you 
button yourself up, Reinhold.” “Have a good look at 
it.” There’s fire in him, blind hunger, he grabs her head 
and crushes her to his breast: “Kiss it, you, kiss it, you 
must kiss it.”” But she does not kiss it. Her head remains 
there crushed beneath his hands: “Lemme go.” He re- 
leases her: “Say, don’t put on like that.” “Ill be goin’.” 
The little bitch, Pll get you yet, the way that bitch talks 
to me. He fastens his shirt, I?ll get her yet, she’s putting 
on airs, hold your horses, old boy, quiet now: “Have I 
done anything to you, look, I’m buttoning myself up. 
There. Well, I suppose you’ve seen a man before, ain’t 
your” 
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Why am I hanging around with this here fellow, he’s 
_mussed up my hair, a regular rowdy, I guess I’ll beat it. 
To everything there is a season, to everything, to every- 
thing. 

“Now don’t get sore, Fraulein, it just came over me, 
all of a sudden. Just on the spur of the moment. Y’know, 
there are moments like that in a man’s life.” “Y’needn’t 
grab my head for that.” “Don’t get sore, Mieze.” Dll 
grab ye somewhere else. That wild passion sweeps over 
him again. All I need is to touch her. “Mieze, let’s be 
friends again.” “All right, but you must behave.” “O.K.” 
Arm-in-arm. He smiles at her and she smiles down into 
the grass. “Wasn’t so bad, Mieze, now was it? We only 
bark, we don’t bite.” “I’m wondering what that anvil’s 
for, some men have a woman there, or a heart or some- 
thin’ like that, but an anvil!” “Well, what do you think 
it is, Mieze?” “Nothin’. How should I know?” “That’s 
my coat of arms.” “An anvil?” “Yep. It’s to lay some- 
body on.” He grins at her. “You certainly are a pig. 
Mighta been better if you’d had ’em put a bed on it.” 
“Nope, an anvil’s better. The anvil’s better.” “Are you 
a blacksmith?” “Kinda. A guy like me is everything. But 
you don’t quite understand about that anvil, Mieze. No- 
body can come too near me, Fraulein, without there bein’ 
trouble right away. But you mustn’t believe I bite right 
away, certainly I wouldn’t bite you. We’re takin’ such a 
nice walk and I’d like to sit down, too, if there’s a hollow 
around anywhere.” “You're all about the same, you 
Pums fellers, ain’t your” “All depends, Mieze, it’s not 
so easy to get along with us.” “Well, and what are you 
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guys up to, anyway?” How am I gonna get her to sit 
down in the hollow, there ain’t a soul about. “Gee, 
Mieze, you’d better ask Franz about that, he knows just 
as much as I do.” “But he don’t say nothin’.” “That’s 
fine. He’s clever. Better not say nothin’.” “He could to 
me!” “What do you want to know?” “What you're up 
to.” “Will I get a kiss for it?” “If you tell me.” 
Then he has her in his arms. That boy has a strong 
pair of arms. And how he can hug! To everything there 
is a season; a time to plant and a time to pluck up; a 
time to get and a time to lose. I can’t breathe. He won’t 
let go. It’s hot all right. Lemme go. If he does that again 
a couple of times, I’m done for. Gee, he’s got to tell me 
first, what’s the matter with Franz, what Franz really 
wants, and everything that’s happened and what those 
fellows think about it. “Now, lemme go, Reinhold.” 
“All right.” He lets her go, stands there, then he falls 
down on the ground before her, kisses her shoes, he must 
be crazy, kisses her stockings, farther up, her dress, her 
hands, to everything a season, all the way up to her 
throat. She laughs, and moves her arms about excitedly: 
“Go away, go away, you must be crazy.” He is on fire; 
they ought to give you a shower-bath. He pants and 
coughs, he tries to bite her throat, he stammers some- 
thing, but she can’t understand him, of his own accord 
he releases her throat, why, he’s just like a bull. His arm 
lies on hers, and while they walk, the trees keep singing. 
“Look here, Mieze, here’s a nice little hollow place, just 
built for us—just look. A week-end love-nest. Some- 
eee cookin’ here. Let’s clear it up. Might get my 
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pants dirty.” Shall I sit down now? Maybe he’ll talk 
better then. “Well, I don’t care. It’d be nicer to sit on a 
coat.” “Wait a minute, Mieze, I’ll take my coat off.” 
“That’s sweet of you.” 

They are lying on a slope in a grassy hollow. She 
pushes a tin can away with her foot, then turns on to her 
belly and quickly slips her arm across his breast. So here 
we are. She smiles at him. When he pushes his vest off 
his chest and the anvil appears, she does not take her 
head away. “Now you're gonna tell me something, Rein- 
hold.” He crushes her to his breast, so here we are, fine, 
here’s the girl, everything’s jake, a fine kid, a humdinger. 
I'll keep her a long time, and Franz can beef as much 
as he likes, he won’t get her back so soon as all that. Rein- 
hold slides downwards, pulling Mieze along, presses her 
in his arms and kisses her mouth. He sucks himself in, 
not a thought in his head, only an ecstasy, a wild desire, 
pure savagery and that’s all there is to it, every gesture is 
prescribed, let none come near to impede him now! A 
rending, a tearing which no hurricane, no avalanche of 
rocks can hinder, it is the shell from a cannon, a mine ex- 
ploding. All that rushes against it is shattered, thrust 
aside and on and on it goes, on and on. 

“Oh, not so tight, Reinhold!” He makes me weak; 
if I don’t look out, he’ll get me. “Mieze.” He looks up 
blinking, but does not release her. “Well, Miezeken?” 
“Well, Reinhold?” “Whatcha studyin’ about me?” “Say, 
it’s really wicked what you’re doing to me. How long 
have you known Franz?” “Your Franz?” “Yes.” “Your 
Franz, well, is he still yours?” “Well, whose, then?” 
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“Well, who am I?” “How d’you mean?” She wants to 
hide her head on his breast, but he forces it up. “Well, 
who am I?” She throws herself at him, presses her lips 
against his mouth, and he flames up again, I love him a 
bit too, the way he twists and burns. No flood of water, 
no giant firehose could extinguish that; flames are stream- 
ing out of the house, they grow from within. “So now 
you better let me go again.” “What do you want, girlie?” 
“Nothin”. To be with you.” “All right then, I’m yours 
too, ain’t I? Did you break with Franz?” “No.” “Did 
you break with him, Mieze?” “No, I’d rather you'd tell 
me somethin’ about him. You’ve known him for a long 
time.” “Can’t tell you anything about him.” “Aw, go 
on!” “JT won’t tell you nothin’, Mieze.” He seizes her 
and throws her down by his side, but she wrestles with 
him: “No, I don’t want to.” “Don’t be such a mule, 
girlie.” “I wanta get up, I’m gettin’ all dirty here.” “And 
suppose I was to tell you somethin’ now.” “That'd be 
fine.” “What’ll I get for it, Mieze?” “Whatever you 
want.” “Everything?” “Well—we’ll see.” “Every- 
thing?” Their faces are close together, aflame. She doesn’t - 
say anything. I’m not sure myself what Pll do, some- 
thing flashes through him, all thought gone, no thoughts, 
unconsciousness. 

He sits up, must wipe my face off, pugh, the woods, 
you sure get dirty here. “T’ll tell you somethin’ about 
your Franz. I’ve known him a long time. You know, he’s 
a special kind of a bozo. We met in the Prenzlauer Allee 
saloon. Last winter. He was peddlin’ papers. And then 
he knew somebody there, Meck, that’s right. That’s 
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where I got to know him. Then we used to meet there, 
and I told you somethin’ about the girls before, didn’t 
I?” “Ts that true?” “And how! But he’s a boob, Biber- 
kopf, that dumbbell, he can’t brag about it, it all comes 
from me, maybe you think it’s him that got me all them 
women? My God, his women! No, if he’d had his way, 
we’da gone to the Salvation Army, so as to mend my 
ways.” “But you ain’t mendin’ ’em, are you, Reinhold?” 
“No, you can see that. Nothin’ doin’ with me. You got to 
take me the way I am. That’s as sure as yow’re alive, and 
you can’t do nothin’ about it. But that guy, Mieze, that 
pimp o’ yours, that’s the guy you can change. You cer- 
tainly are a pretty baby. Listen, sweetie, how can you pick 
up a bozo like that, with one arm, a pretty kid like you; 
you can get ten on each finger if you want to.” “Ah, cut 
that out.” “Well, yes, love’s blind in both eyes, but that’s 
the limit. You know what that pimp o’ yours wants with 
us now? He wants to play the big guy with us. Us, of all 
people! First he wanted to send me to the sinners’ bench 
at the Salvation Army, but it didn’t work. And now!” 
“Say, don’t knock him like that, I can’t listen to it.” 
“Tickletickle! I know, he’s your darlin’ little Franz, 
he’s still your dear little Franzeken, ain’t he?” “He 
don’t do nothin’ against you, Reinhold.” 

To everything its season, to everything, everything. 
A terrible man, wish he’d let me go, I don’t want to 
bother with him, he needn’t tell me anything. “No, he 
don’t hurt us, he’d have a hard time doin’ it, Mieze. But 
you certainly caught a fine specimen in him, Mieze. Did 
he ever tell you anything about his arm? What? Ain’t 
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you his girl, or wasn’t you? Come here, Miezeken, you’re 
my sweet little darling, don’t put on.” What?ll I do? I 
don’t want him. To everything its season, a time to plant, 
to pluck up, to rend, and to sew; to weep, and to dance; 
to lament, and to laugh. “Come on, Mieze, whatcha 
want with a nut like that? You’re my sweet little girl. 
Now don’t pretend. You’re not a countess yet, just be- 
cause you're with that feller. You oughta be glad to be 
rid of him.” You oughta be glad; why should I be? “Let 
im beef now, he ain’t got his Mieze any more.” “Just 
stop that, and don’t push me like that, ’m not made of 
iron.” “No of flesh, of nice flesh, say Mieze, let’s have 
your little beak!” “What’s the matter with you, you 
fool, I told you not to push me. You’re on the wrong 
track. Since when am I your Mieze?” 

Let’s get out of here. Left my hat down there. He’ll 
smash me up. Better run off. Already—he hasn’t gotten 
out of the hollow yet—she begins to yell, she yells 
“Franz” and starts to run. He gets up, and runs like 
mad, he’s caught her, he’s in his shirt-sleeves. They fall 
near a tree, and lie there. She kicks, but he’s over her, 
holding her mouth. “Are you goin’ to scream, you bitch, 
are you screamin’ again? What are you yellin’ about? 
Am I doin’ anything to you, will you keep quiet? He 
didn’t smash any of your bones the other day, did he? 
Better look out, that’s not my way of doin’ things.” He 
takes his hand away from her mouth. “I won’t yell.” 
“Then it’s all right. And now you get up, you, and go on 
back there and get your hat. I never use force on a 
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woman. I ain’t never done it as long as I live. But you’d 
better not get me mad this way.” 

He walks behind her. 

“Needn’t brag about your Franz, even if you are his 
whore.” “Dm goin’ home now.” “Whatcha mean, goin’ 
home, got a screw loose, or somethin’, maybe you don’t 
know who yov’re talkin’ to, you can talk that way to that 
poor nut o’ yours, but not to me.” “Oh—I don’t know 
what to do.” “Go back to the hollow like a good girl.” 

When a little calf is to be slaughtered, they tie a rope 
round its neck and lead it to the bench. Then they lift 
the little calf, put it on the bench, and tie it firmly. 

They walk to the hollow. He says: “Lie down.” 
“Me?” “If you yell! I like you, kid, otherwise I would’na 
come here, I tell you; even if you are his whore, that’s no 
reason why you should act like a countess. Better not start 
any of that with me. You know that don’t do no good to 
nobody. I don’t care whether it’s man, woman or child, 
I’m ticklish about it. You can learn a thing or two from 
your pimp. He can tell you somethin’. If it don’t embar- 
rass him, that is. But you can hear it from me, too. I can 
tell you all about who he is. And what yow’ll be in for, 
if you start somethin’ with me. Y’know he once wanted to 
try all that stuff he’s got up there in that noodle of his. I 
guess he wanted to squeal on us. He stood watch once 
where we was workin’. And he says he won’t help, he’s a 
respectable man. He ain’t got no holes in his jacket, that 
fellow. Come along, says I to him. So then he had to come 
along in the car, and I didn’t know what to do with the 
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bozo, he always did have a big mouth, but wait a minute, 
there’s a car back of us, and I thinks to myself, now watch 
out, m’boy, you with your highfalutin’ airs, you gotta act 
decent to me. And out of the car he flies. Now you know 
where he left his arm.” 

Icy hands, icy feet, so it was him. “Now you just lie 
down, and be nice, and behave proper.” He’s a murderer! 
“You dirty dog, you crook.” He beams. “Y’see. Now yell 
as hard as you can.” Now you're goin’ to behave. She 
screams and weeps: “You dog, you wanted to kill him, 
you got him into trouble and now you want to have me, 
you nasty thing.” “Yep, that’s what I want.” “You nasty 
thing, I could spit on you.” He holds her mouth closed. 
“‘Are you goin’ to?” She turns blue, and tugs at his hand: 
“Murderer, help! Franz, Franzeken!” 

Its season, its season, to everything its season! A time 
to strangle, a time to heal; to break down and to build up, 
to rend, and to sew, to everything its season. She throws 
herself down, trying to escape. They wrestle in the hol- 
low. Help, Franz! 

We'll pull that job all right, we’ll play a little joke on 
your Franz, then he’ll have something to think about the 
whole week. “I wanta go home.” “Try and do it. Many 
a one has tried it.” 

He kneels on her back, his hands are around her throat, 
his thumbs in the nape of her neck, her body contracts, 
contracts. Her body contracts. There’s a season, to be born, 
and to die, to be born and to die, to everything its sea- 
son. 

Murderer, you say, and you coaxed me here, and I 
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guess you wanta fool me, you tart, but you don’t know 
Reinhold. 

Power, power, there is a mower, has power which the 
Lord hath kept. Lemme go. She’s still writhing and kick- 
ing, she kicks from behind. We’ll set the child a-rocking, 
and the dogs can eat what remains of you. 

Her body contracts, contracts, her body, Mieze’s body. 
Murderer, she says. She’ll find out, he probably told you 
that, your sweet Franz. 

Whereupon the animal is given a blow on the neck with 
a wooden club, and the arteries on both sides of the neck 
are opened with the knife; a tin basin receives the blood. 

It is eight o’clock, and the wood is fairly dark. The trees 
rock and sway. That was heavy work. Is she still talkin’? 
' No, she’s stopped her yapping. The bitch. That’s what 
you get when you go out on an excursion with a tart like 
that. 

Heap it with brushwood, tie a handkerchief to the next 
tree, so we can find it again. I’m through with her, where’s 
Karl? Must fetch him. A full hour later he is back with 
Karl, that guy has no guts, look how he’s trembling, his 
knees are wobbly, and a fellow is expected to work with 
such a greenhorn! It is quite dark, they search with flash- 
lights, here’s the handkerchief. They get spades from the 
car. The body is buried deep, sand on top, brushwood 
above, watch out for tracks, old boy, wipe ’em away, pull 
yourself together, Karl. You act as if you were already in 
for it yourself, by golly. 

“All right then, here’s my passport, it’s a good pass- 
port, Karle, and here’s some money and you'd better make 
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yourself scarce as long as things are so hot. Yow’ll get 
some money, don’t you worry. Write to Pums’s address, 
as usual. I’ll go on back. Nobody’s seen me, and they 
can’t do anything to you, you’ve got your alibi. O. K. Now 
beat it.” 

The trees rock and sway. To everything, everything. 


It’s pitch dark. Her face is smashed, her teeth are 
smashed, her mouth, lips, tongue, throat, body, limbs, 
abdomen, all are smashed. I’m yourn, you shall console 
me. Stettin Depot Police Station, Aschinger’s; I’m feeling 
bad, come on, we’ll soon be home, I’m yourn. 

The trees rock, and a wind rises. Whoo, hooh, hooh, 
00, hoo. Night advances, her body lies there, all smashed 
up, her eyes, her tongue, her mouth, come on, we'll 
soon be home. I’m yourn. A tree creaks on the edge 
of the wood. Whoo, whoo, whoo, whoooo, that’s the 
storm, it’s coming with fife and drum, it’s now lurking 
there above the wood, now it breaks loose howling and 
slithers down. A wailing in the brushwood. Like a scraping 
sound, and then it howls like a dog that’s locked up and 
wails and whimpers, just listen to him whimper, someone 
must have stepped on him, and with a heavy heel, now it is 
silent again. 

Whoo, whoo, whoo, the storm is coming up again, it is 
night, the woods lie quiet, tree beside tree. They have 
grown up in peace. They are serried like a herd. They 
stand so penned together that the storm does not easily 
assail them, only the sentinels on the edge and the weak- 
lings get it in the neck. Let’s cling together, let’s hold fast, 
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it is night, the sun is gone, hoo, hooh, hoo, there it starts 
again, it’s here, it’s below, above, around us. A yellow- 
red glare in the sky, and night again, a yellow-red glare, 
night, the whimpering and whistling grows louder. It’s 
the sentinels, they know what’s coming, and they whim- 
per, and with them the grass, it may bend and quiver, 
but what of the massive trees? Then suddenly the wind 
has ceased blowing, has given up, abandoned the game, 
but leaves them squeaking still, what will it do now? 

If you want to demolish a house, you can’t do it with 
your hand, a steam-shovel is needed, or a charge of dyna- 
mite from below. All the wind does is to expand its chest a 
bit. Watch now how it draws in its breath and then puffs 
it out, whoo, whoo, whoo, it draws it in and puffs it out, 
whoo, whoo, whoo. Every breath is heavy as a mountain. 
Puffs it out, whoo, whoo, whoo. The mountain is rolled 
forward, rolled back, puffs it out, whoo, whoo, whoo. Back 
and forth. Its breath is weighty as a ball that drives and 
pushes against the wood. And when the wood stands 
serried, like a herd on the hills, the wind runs over the 
herd and goes roaring by. 

Now it starts: boom, zoom, without fife or drum. The 
trees sway right and left. Boom, zoom, boom. But they 
cannot keep in time. Just when the trees bend towards the 
left, boom it goes to the left again, and they snap and 
crack, grate and grind, burst, crackle, and thud down. 
Boom, mutters the storm, bend over to the left, hoo, hoo, 
00, hoo, now back, it’s passed, it’s gone, it’s just a ques- 
tion of watching for the proper moment. Woom, there 
it is back again, look out, boom, zoom, zoom, those are 
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bombs from airplanes, it wants to tear the wood down, to 
crush the whole wood. 

The trees how] and rock, there is a crackle, they break, 
there’s a rattle, boom. Life’s at stake, boom, zoom, the 
sun is gone, tottering weights, night, boom, zoom. 

I am yourn, come now, we’ll soon be there, I’m yourn. 
Boom, zoom... . 
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EIGHTH BOOK 


It was no use. It was still no use. Franz Biberkopf 
has received the hammer blow, he knows he is 
lost and he does not yet know why. 


Franz notices Nothing; the World goes on 


SEPTEMBER 2ND. Franz goes about as usual, rides out with 
the frisky business go-between to the public baths in 
Wannsee. On the third, a Monday, he’s astonished that 
Miezeken hasn’t come back yet, she didn’t leave any 
word, the landlady can’t remember anything, she hasn’t 
telephoned, either. Well, perhaps she’s on an excursion 
with her exalted friend and protector! He’ll probably 
unload her soon. Let’s wait till evening. 

It’s noon, Franz is sitting at home, the bell rings, a 
special delivery letter, from her beau, to Mieze. What’s 
this? I thought she was with him, what does it mean? 
Il] open the letter: “And I am wondering, Sonia, why 
you don’t even call me up. Yesterday and the day before 
I waited at the office, as agreed.” What’s this, where is 
she? 

Franz gets up, where’s my hat, don’t get this at all. 
Pll go see this man. Taxi. “She hasn’t been with you? 
When was she here the last time? Friday? Is that so.” 
They both look at each other. “Haven’t you a nephew, 
maybe he went along.” The gentleman gets wild, what, 
Pll have him up here right away, you stay here a while. 
Slowly they drink red wine. The nephew arrives: “This 
is Sonia’s fiancé, do you know where she is?” “I, what’s 
the matter?” “When did you see her last?” “Oh, a long 
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time ago, about two weeks.” “That’s right, she told me 
about that. Not since?” “No.” “You've heard nothing?” 
“Nothing at all, but why, what’s the matter?” “Our 
friend here will tell you himself.” “She’s been away since 
Saturday, didn’t say a word, left everything lying around, 
not a word as to where she went.” The gentleman-friend: 
“Maybe she’s found somebody else.” “Don’t think so.” 
The three of them drink red wine. Franz sits there 
quietly: “I suppose we'd better wait a bit.” 

Her face smashed, her teeth smashed, her eyes 
smashed, her lips, tongue, neck, body, legs, abdomen 
smashed. 

She’s not back next day. She’s not back. Everything’s 
lying around just as she left it. She’s not there. Wonder 
if Eva knows anything. “Didja have a row with her 
Franz?” “Nope, two weeks ago, but everything’s all right 
now.” “A pick-up?” “Nope, she told me about her friend’s 
nephew, but he’s there, I saw him.” “Maybe it might be 
well to watch him, maybe she’s with him.” “Think so?” 
“Y’might keep an eye on him. Y’never know with Mieze. 
She’s funny that way.” 

She is not there. Franz does nothing for two days, 
thinking, I won’t run after her. Still he hears nothing, 
nothing at all, and then he trails the nephew for one 
whole day, till the next noon; as the nephew’s landlady 
is out, Franz and the classy go-between slip quickly into 
the room, the door’s easily opened with a hook; not a 
soul in the place, in his room there are lots of books, no 
sign of a dame. Some nice pictures on the walls, books, 
she’s not here. I know her powder, it don’t smell like 
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that, come on, don’t take anything along, leave that 
poor woman alone, she makes her living letting out fur- 
nished rooms. 

What’s the matter? Franz sits in his room. For hours. 
Where is Mieze? She’s gone, not a word from her. What 
do you say to that? Everything topsy-turvy in the room, 
he took the bed apart, put it together again. She’s let me 
down. It’s not possible. It’s not possible. Let me down. 
Did I do somethin’? I didn’t do nothin’. She didn’t hold 
that business about the nephew against me. 


Who’s that? Eva. “You're sittin’ in the dark, Franz, 
why don’t you light the gas?” “Mieze’s given me the 
slip. Is that possible?” “Don’t bother, old kid. She’ll 
come back. She likes you, she won’t run away from you, 
I understand people.” “I know all that. You think Pm 
worryin’ about that? She’ll come all right.” “You see, 
the girl’s likely gone off somewhere, met some old friend 
from the old days, out on a little flyer. I knew her be- 
fore, when you hadn’t got to know her yet, that’s the way 
she does, she gets ideas like that into her head.” “But it’s 
queer just the same, I can’t understand it.” “She loves 
you. Say, put your hand on my stomach, Franz.” “What 
is it?” “Well, it’s by you, don’t you remember, a kid. 
She wanted that, Mieze, didn’t she?” “What?” “Why, 
yes.” 

Franz lays his head against Eva’s body. “Mieze wanted 
it. Lemme sit down. It’s not possible.” “Well, look out, 
Franz, when she comes back, she’ll make a face.” Eva 
starts crying herself. “Say, Eva, who’s excited now? 
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You are!” “It’s driving me batty. I just can’t make that 
girl out.” “Now I have to console you.” “No, just nerves, 
on account of the kid, maybe.” “You just watch out, 
when she comes back she’ll start a grand old rumpus 
about it.” She goes on crying. “What’ll we do about it, 
Franz? That isn’t like her at all.” “First you say: that’s 
what she always does, she goes on a bust with somebody, 
and afterwards you say, that’s not like her!” “I don’t 
know, Franz!” 

Eva presses Franz’s head against her arm. She looks 
down on Franzeken’s head: the hospital in Magdeburg, 
they ran over his arm, he killed Ida, Lord, what’s the 
matter with the man? He is always in trouble. Maybe 
Mieze is dead. There’s something after him. Some- 
thing has happened to Mieze. She collapses on a chair, 
and, terrified, lifts her hands to her face. Franz is startled. 
She sobs and sobs. She knows there is something after 
him, something has happened to Mieze. 

He urges her to speak, but she is silent. Then she re- 
covers herself. “I won’t let nobody take this child from 
me. And I don’t care what Herbert thinks about it.” 
“Has he said anything?” He skips over six miles of 
notions. “No, he thinks it’s his. But Pll keep it.” “All 
right, Eva, and Ill be godfather.” “You're in a good 
humor, Franz.” “They can’t put it over on me so easy. 
Now, cheer up, Eva. Don’t I know my Mieze? She 
won’t roll under a bus. I know it’ll come out all right.” 
“If you think so, Franzeken, all right; so long!” “Well, 
let’s have a kiss.” “To think that you should be so cheer- 
ful, Franz.” 
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We got legs, we got teeth, we got eyes, we got arms, 
let any guy come on that wants to bite us, that wants to 
bite Franz, let him come. Franz has got two arms, he’s 
got two legs, he’s got muscles, he smashes everything 
into a cocked hat. They ought to know Franz, he’s no 
milksop. Whatever -lies behind us, whatever lies be- 
fore us, let any guy come along that wants, we’ll take a 
drink on it, we’ll take two drinks on it, we’ll take nine 
drinks on it. 

We got no legs, alas, we got no teeth, we got no eyes, 
we got no arms, anyone can come up and bite Franz, he’s 
a milksop, alas, he can’t defend himself, he can only 
drink. 


“T gotta do somethin’, Herbert, I can’t just go on 
lookin’ at this thing.” “What do you wanta do, honey?” 
“T can’t just go on lookin’ at this thing. He don’t notice 
nothin’, he sits there and says she’1l come back, and she’ll 
come back, and I look in the papers every day, and there’s 
nothin’ in ’em. Didja hear anything?” “Nope.” “Can’t 
you go around investigatin’ a bit and see if anybody has 
heard, heard anything from anybody?” “That’s foolish, 
Eva, what you’re sayin’ now. What you find mysterious 
about the business, why, that’s not really mysterious at 
all. What is it, anyway? The kid’s left him. My God, 
we won’t tear our hair out for that. He'll get another 
jane.” “Would you talk like that about me, too?” “Now 
cut that stuff out, Eva, but, when a girl’s like that.” “She 
ain't, I got her for him, Pve looked around in the morgue 
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already, watch out, Herbert, somethin’ has happened to 
her. He’s always in trouble, our Franz. Something’s 
after him. Say, haven’t you heard nothin’ at all?” “I 
don’t know nothin’ at all.” “Well, sometimes something 
comes out when they get together at the club. Hasn’t 
anybody seen her? She certainly ain’t disappeared from 
the earth like that. Say—if she don’t get back soon, ’m 
gonna go to Police Headquarters.” “You'd do a thing 
like that, you would?” “Don’t laugh, sure I’d do it. Pve 
gotta find her, Herbert, somethin’ has happened, she 
hasn’t gone off by herself, she’d never go away from me 
like that, and from Franz neither. And he don’t notice 
it.” “I can’t listen to all this. That’s a lotta hot air, and 
now let’s go to the movies, Eva.” 


At the movies they watch a play. 

In the third act when the noble hero is apparently 
killed by a bandit, Eva sighs. And when Herbert looks 
her way, she’s just about to slide off her seat, and she 
faints, imagine it. Afterwards they walk silently arm- 
in-arm through the street. Herbert is astonished: “Your 
old man is goin’ to have lots of fun, if you act like this.” 
“He shot him, did you see that, Herbert?” “That wasn’t 
real, it was only a trick, didn’t you spot that? Why, you're 
still trembling.” “You gotta do somethin’ about it, Her- 
bert, it can’t go on like this.” “You'd better go on a trip, 
tell your old man you're sick.” “No, what’ll we do? 
Please do somethin’, Herbert. Didn’t you help Franz 
when he had that trouble with his arm, now go ahead 
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and do this, too. Please, please, do.” “I can’t Eva, what 
can I do?” She cries. He has to help her into the auto- 
mobile. 


Franz doesn’t have to go begging, for Eva slips him 
something and he gets something from Pums, too, they 
have a new project for the end of September. Towards 
the end of September, Matter, the tinner, comes back. 
He has been abroad, working at something or other. 
When he sees Franz again, he says he was recuperating, 
lung trouble. He still looks wretched; he hasn’t got much 
better. Franz says Mieze is gone, he knew her, didn’t 
he? But he’s not to tell anybody about it, there are 
some people who laugh themselves sick when a girl 
runs away from a fellow. “Keep mum about it to Rein- 
hold, will ye, ’ve had some trouble with him about 
dames, he’d laugh himself sick, if he heard about that. 
I haven’t got another one yet,” Franz smiles, “and don’t 
want any, either.” He has lines on his forehead, and 
around his mouth. But he holds his head firmly upon his 
neck and presses his lips together. 

There’s lots of activity in the city. Tunney retains the 
heavyweight championship of the world, but the Ameri- 
cans are not really pleased about it, they don’t like the 
man. He was down in the 7th to the count of nine. Then 
Dempsey got groggy. That’s Dempsey’s last great fight. 
The whole thing was over at four fifty-eight o’clock, 
September 23, 1928. You can hear about that and about 
the flying record on the Cologne—Leipzig line as well, 
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and then they say, there’s an economic war on between 
oranges and bananas. But we listen to it with tightly 
closed eyes all through a little dormer-window. 

How does a plant protect itself against the cold? 
Many vegetables cannot resist even a slight frost. Others 
are able to counteract the cold by protective measures of 
a chemical nature in their cells. The most effective pro- 
tection is the transformation of the starch content of their 
cells into sugar. The utility of some garden produce is, 
to be sure, not increased through this formation of sugar, 
and the best proof of this can be seen in potatoes which 
become sweet when frozen. But there are also cases where 
the sugar content of a plant or fruit produced by the in- 
fluence of frost is needed to make them palatable; this is 
the case with wild fruit. If you leave such fruit on the 
tree until the light frost begins, they soon develop so 
much sugar that their flavor is changed and substantially 
improved. The same thing applies to haws. 

What does it matter if two Berlin rowers are drowned 
in the Danube, or Nungesser falls near Ireland with his 
“White Bird”? What are the newsboys yelling outside, 
you can buy it for 10 pfennigs, then throw it away, leave 
it lie somewhere. They wanted to lynch the Hungarian 
Prime Minister, because his automobile ran over a peas- 
ant boy. If they had lynched him, the headline would 
have been: “Lynching of the Hungarian Premier near 
the City of Kaposvar,” that would have added to the ex- 
citement, the highbrows would have read “lunching” 
instead of lynching and laughed over it, the other 80 
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per cent would have said: too bad, only one, or else, 
none of my business, as a matter of fact, we ought to do 
the same thing here. 

They are laughing a lot in Berlin. Near Dobrin, at 
the corner of the Kaiser-Wilhelm Strasse, three persons 
are sitting around the table, a fat old boy, a cheery bird 
he is, and his little patootie, a nice plump little thing, if 
only she wouldn’t scream so much when she laughs, and 
then another fellow, his friend, who’s rather out of it, 
the fat boy pays for him and he just listens and has to 
laugh with them. Fairly well-to-do folks. The plump 
little broad slaps her sugar-daddy’s mouth every five 
minutes and screams: “That man certainly has funny 
notions!” Then he necks her, it lasts a good two minutes. 
What the other chap, who just looks on, thinks about it, 
is none of their business. The sugar-daddy tells a story. 
“So she says to him: What have you done to me? Says 
she to him: What have you done now? And item num- 
ber three’s just: bing!”” His companion grins: “You sure 
are a prize funny man.” The sugar-daddy, with delight: 
“Not as funny as you are dumb.” They drink some bou- 
illon, and the fat boy starts telling stories again. . 

“An aviator walks on to a field, and there’s a girl sit- 
ting there. Says he: ‘Hey, Miss Lindbergh, how about 
some trick flying together?’ Says she: ‘My name ain’t 
Lindbergh, its Fokker.’ ‘Oh, boy, let’s go!” All three 
roar with laughter. The fat man states: “As a matter of 
fact, we’re having Scotch broth at home tonight.” The 
little dame: “That man certainly has funny notions.” 

“Now, listen, ever heard this one: A girl says: ‘Tell 
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me, what does this mean: bomme de terre?’ ‘Bomme 
de terre? In from the front. ‘You see!? says she, ‘I 
thought right away it was somethin’ dirty! Sh-sh-sh!? ” 
It’s very nice and comfortable and lots of fun in here; 
the young lady has to step out to the toilet six times. 
“Said the hen to the rooster, said she: You'll let me get 
near it, maybe. Waiter, check, I owe for three cognacs, 
two ham sandwiches, three bouillons and three pieces of 
shoe leather.” “Shoe leather? Those were biscuits.” 
“Well, you can call them that if you want to. I call them 
shoe leather. Nothin’ smaller? Because I got a little one 
at home in the cradle, and I always stick a groschen in his 
mouth for him to chew on. Well, sweetie, let’s go. The 
laughing hour’s over, we’re off, we’re on our way to 
Mandelay.” 

Some women and girls are walking across Alexander- 
strasse and the square, each carrying a fetus in her belly, 
protected by law. It is hot, and the women and girls 
are sweating outside, but the fetus within sits quietly in 
his corner, the temperature is just right for him as he 
walks across the Alexanderplatz, but many a fetus will 
fare badly later on: he’d better not laugh too soon. 

Others are running about trying to hook whatever 
they can; some have their bowels full and others are 
wondering how to get them filled. Hahn’s department 
store is entirely wrecked, all the other houses are full 
of shops, but they only look like shops, as a matter 
of fact, there are nothing but calls, just decoy calls, 
twittering bird-notes, crickle-crackle, a chirping without 
woods, 
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So I returned and considered all the oppressions that 
are done under the sun; and behold the tears of such as 
were oppressed and they had no comforter; and on the 
side of their oppressors there was power; but they had 
no comforter. Wherefore I praised the dead which are 
already dead. 

The dead I praised. To everything a season; a time 
to rend, and a time to sew, a time to keep, and a time to 
cast away. I praised the dead who lie sleeping beneath 
the trees. 


Eva comes gliding up again. “Franz, aren’t you ever 
goin’ to do somethin’? Three weeks have passed, y’know, 
if you were mine and worried so little—” “I can’t tell 
nobody, you know about it, Eva, and so does Herbert, 
and the tinner, and nobody else. I can’t tell nobody, 
they’d only laugh at me. And I can’t report to the police 
either, can I? If you don’t wanta give me nothin’, Eva, 
then don’t bother. Why—Tll go back to work again.” 
“And to think you’re not showing any grief, not a tear! 
Gee, I could shake you. I can’t do anything, anyway.” 
“Me neither.” 


Things are getting Lively, the Gangsters quarrel 
among themselves 


Ear zy in October the dispute which Pums had feared 

started among the members of the gang. About money. 

Pums, as usual, regards the sale of their stuff as the main 

business of the gang, Reinhold and others, including 
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Franz, its acquisition. It’s according to the latter and not 
according to the sales, that the division of the spoils should 
be regulated; they constantly attribute too high re- 
ceipts to Pums and resent his monopoly in the dealings 
with the fences; the reliable fences want to deal with 
Pums alone. The gang, although Pums makes many 
concessions and allows them a free hand wherever pos- 
sible, insist that something has to be done about it. They 
are more for union methods. He says they’ve got them 
already. But they refuse to believe that. 

Then the burglary in Stralauer Strasse takes place. 
Though Pums can no longer take an active part, he goes 
along with them. It is a bandage factory in Stralauer 
Strasse, a building with a courtyard. They got wind that 
there is money in the cash-box of the private office. That’s 
supposed to be a blow against Pums: not goods, but 
money. There won’t be any cheating, when there’s money 
to be divided. That’s why Pums himself takes a hand 
in it. Two of them climb up the fire-escape and quietly 
unscrew the lock on the front-door of the office. The 
tinner starts. All the office safes are cracked, but there 
are only a few marks lying about, and some stamps; two 
gasoline tanks in the corridor, we might need them. 
Then they wait for Karlchen, the tinner, to start opera- 
tions. As bad luck would have it, he burns his hand with 
his blow-pipe and can’t go on working at the safe. Rein- 
hold tries but he has no practice. Pums takes the pipe out 
of his hand, but nothing doing. Things are getting tick- 
lish. They have to stop, as the watchman is due soon. 

Furiously they take the gasoline tanks and pour oil 
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all over the furniture, on the damned safe too, and throw 
matches into it. Pums is going to score, is he? But they’ll 
be damned if they’ll let him. So they do it, but they 
throw the match a little too soon and it singes Pums a 
bit. The feller isn’t supposed to be here, anyhow. His 
back is all burnt, they run down the stairs, signal: 
“Watchman.” Pums just succeeds in getting into his 
car. That’ll teach him a lesson, [ll tell the world. But 
how will they get any money now? 

Pums has the laugh on ’em. Goods are and remain a 
better proposition. This is the age of the specialist. What 
shall we do? Pums is decried as an exploiter, a blood- 
sucker, a crook. But you can never be sure; if things are 
pushed too far, he may take advantage of his connections 
to form a new gang. In the Sporting Club next Thursday 
he’s going to explain, I?ll do what I can; if you want to, 
I can submit bills to you in writing, that’s just it, you 
can’t get anything on him, and, if you don’t work with 
him, they’!] say in the Club, it’s not our fault if you don’t 
wanta come along, the feller does what he can, and if 
he gets a little bit more in his pockets, don’t get on your 
high horse, haven’t you got your molls to earn for you, 
but he’s got his old woman, and that ain’t much. So they 
keep on working with him in the same old way, damned 
exploiter that he is! 

The rage of the entire gang explodes on the head of 
the tinner who missed fire in Stralauer Strasse, and made 
’em look like fools. We got no use for a bungler like 
that. He’s burnt his hand, has to go to the doctor now, 
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he always worked well, but all he gets now is a lot of 
abuse. 

They gave me a dirty deal, he thinks, and goes around 
growling. They tripped me up in my business when I 
had one; I take a swig here and there, and my wife 
bawls me out, and on New Year’s Eve when I come 
home, that damned tart 0” mine ain’t there. Doesn’t get 
home till seven o’clock, been sleeping with another fel- 
low, that’s how she cheats on me. D’ve lost my business, 
and my wife too. And little Mieze, that dirty dog Rein- 
hold. She was mine, she didn’t wanta go with him, she 
rode with me out to that party along the road, she could 
kiss all right, and then he took her away from me, be- 
cause I’m just a poor fool. The lousy bastard, then he 
killed her, the murderer, because she didn’t want him, 
now he acts the big gazook, and I’ve burnt my hand, and 
I helped him to carry her, too. He sure is one big yegg, 
a real murderer. And to think I wanted to take the whole 
blame for a crook like that. That’s the kinda jackass Iam! 


Keep your Eyes on Karl the Tinner, Something’s 
going to happen in that Man 


Kart the tinner looks around for somebody to talk to. 
He’s sitting in the Alexander Quelle opposite Tietz’s, 
two boys escaped from the reformatory beside him and 
another man, nobody knows who he is, he says he does 
all kinds of business, anything that turns up, otherwise 
he’s a master wheelwright. He can draw well, they sit 
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together at the table, eat bockwurst while the young 
wheelwright draws a lot of smutty pictures in his note- 
book, janes and men and so on. The reformatory boys 
are mighty pleased, Karl the tinner looks on and thinks 
that feller can draw very well. The three laugh all the 
time, the two youngsters are in high spirits, they have 
just been in Riickerstrasse, there was a raid and they 
made their escape through the back-door. Karl the tinner 
goes to the bar. 

At that moment two men walk slowly through the 
place, look right and left, talk with one man who takes 
out his papers, they look, say a few words, and now the 
two men are standing at the table beside the three com- 
panions; they’re frightened, but don’t let out a peep, 
don’t say a word. Just go on talking, those are dicks, of 
course, they have just come from the Riicker bar, they 
saw us there. The wheelwright goes on drawing his 
smutty pictures as if nothing had happened, but then 
one of the bulls whispers to him: “Criminal Police.” He 
opens his coat, there’s a brass badge on his vest. His com- 
panion does the same thing with the two boys. They 
have no papers; the wheelwright has a sick-leave ticket | 
and a letter from a girl, all three are ordered to the 
Kaiser-Wilhelm Strasse police station. The boys say 
right away what they have been up to, but get the sur- 
prise of their lives when the bulls tell them they hadn’t 
noticed them at Riickerstrasse. It was just an accident 
that they met them in the Alexander Quelle. Well, in 
that case, we wouldn’t have told how we had beat it, 
and they all laugh together. The bull pats them on the 
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back: “The director will certainly be delighted to see you 
back.” “Oh, he’s on his vacation.” The wheelwright 
stands in the station room with the cops, he can talk him- 
self out of the situation, his address is all right, only his 
hands are too soft for a wheelwright, that’s what one of 
the bulls can’t quite understand, he turns his hands around 
and around, but I haven’t been working for a year, shall 
I tell ye what I think you are, a queer fellow, a fairy, 
well, I don’t know what that is. 

Half an hour later he is back in the café. Karl the 
tinner is loafing around the table; the eee ac- 
costs him right away. 

“How do you earn your living?” It’s twelve o’clock 
when Karl questions him. “Guess. And what do you do?” 
“Anything that comes along.” “Maybe you're afraid 
you'll tell me somethin’?” “Well, I bet you ain’t a wheel- 
wright, at that.” “I’m as good a wheelwright as you are 
a tinner.” “Now don’t say that. Look at my hand, it’s all 
burnt. I’m workin’ even as a locksmith.” “I guess you 
burnt your fingers at that business of yours, did’ncha?” 
“Business! Didn’t get nothin’ out of it.” “Who are 
you workin’ with, anyway?” “Are ye tryin’ to kid me, 
askin’ questions like that?” Karl asks the wheelwright: 
“D’you belong to a union?” “Schénhauser Quarter.” “I 
see, the Bowling Club.” “Know it?” “Sure enough, I 
know the Bowling Club. Just ask ’em if they don’t know 
me, Karl the tinner; Paul the mason’s there, too.” “Well, 
T’ll be damned, so you know him? Why, he’s a friend 
of mine.” “We were together in Brandenburg once.” 
“That’s right. Pll be . . . Say, how about letting me 
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have 5 marks, I’m broke, my landlady’s going to kick 
me out, and I won’t go to the Augusta Shelter, the air’s 
too thick there.” “Five marks, here you are, if that’s 
all you want.” “Thanks a lot. Well, how about talkin’ 
business?” 

The wheelwright is a windbag. Sometimes he’s inter- 
ested in women and then again in boys. If he feels the 
ground getting hot under him, he makes a touch or hooks 
something. He, the tinner, and another chap from the 
Schénhauser Union start an independent partnership, 
and, whoa, up and at it, and let’s pull a coupla jobs in a 
jiffy. Wherever anything is to be pinched, there’s always 
somebody from the wheelwright’s union around. First 
they hook motorcycles, which gives them freedom of 
movement and enables them to look around in the vicin- 
ity. In this way they’re not limited to Berlin, in case 
they should have something up their sleeves, and chances 
on something outside the city crop up. 

One of their jobs is really nifty. There is a clothing 
store in the Elsasser Strasse, and there are a couple of 
tailors in the union who can dispose of things. One night 
the three of them are standing in front of the shop, it’s 
around three in the morning and the watchman happens 
to be there, too, looking at his house. The wheelwright 
asks what’s wrong in the house, the others sorta join in 
the conversation and get to talking about burglaries, how 
these are dangerous times now and a lot of birds carry 
revolvers in their pockets, and if they’re caught, they 
put a fellow on the spot. Well, say all three, they wouldn’t 
get mixed up in a thing like that, but is there anything 
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to hook up there? You bet, it’s full of goods, men’s wear, 
overcoats, and so on. Might go up and get a new outfit. 
“You must be cuckoo. Are you goin’ to get the man in 
trouble?” “Trouble, who says anything about trouble? 
The old gentleman’s a human being, after all, he ain’t 
rollin’ in money either, what do they pay you for watchin’ 
here, mate?” “Them guys, you know, no use asking 
about em. When a man’s 60, and has a coupla pennies as 
pension and can’t do nothin’ any more, well, they can 
treat him any way they like.” “That’s what I say, here’s 
this old gentleman standin’ about all night and catching 
the rheumatics, I suppose you were in the war too, 
weren’t you?” “Territorial, in Poland, but not digging 
trenches. No, sir, we had to fight in the trenches.” 
“Needn’t tell me. That’s the way it was with us, too. 
Everybody who didn’t carry his head under his arm had 
to go right into the trenches, and that’s why you’re stand- 
ing here, mate, watchin’ to see if nobody’s pinching any- 
thing from them fine gentlemen up there. What do you 
think, neighbor, let’s do something here. How do you 
feel about it, neighbor?” “No, no, say, I ain’t got the 
nerve for that, the boss lives next door and he might 
hear us, he’s such a light sleeper.” “We'll be quiet, all 
right, I tell ye. Come on, let’s drink a cup of coffee to- 
gether, you must have a coffee pot, ain’t you, and we'll 
chew the rag. Why should you worry about that guy, that 
fat hog?” 

Sure enough, the four of them are soon in the watch- 
man’s room, upstairs in the office, drinking coffee; the 
wheelwright is the cleverest of them all, and he whispers 
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something to the watchman, in the meantime the two 
others sneak outside and start fetching things. The watch- 
man wants to get up, he’s got to make his rounds, he 
doesn’t want to know anything at all about this business, 
so finally the wheelwright suggests: “Let those two go 
ahead, if you don’t notice anything, there’s nobody can 
do nothin’ to you, can they?” “What do you mean— 
don’t notice anythin’?” “Tell ye what we'll do: Pll tie 
you up, you’ve been attacked, you’re an old man, you 
can’t defend yourself now, can you, if I throw a cloth 
over your head before you’ve noticed anything, and 
you’ve got a gag between your teeth and your legs are 
tied.” “Gee whiz!” “Yeah, now don’t act dumb, are you 
goin’ to have your head bashed in for the sake of a 
stuck-up guy like that, the fat hog? Come on, we'll finish 
up the pot and then we’ll settle it day after tomorrow. 
Where do you live? Just write it down, we’ll divide hon- 
estly, let’s shake on it.” “How much will I get for this?” 
“Depends on what they get. A hundred marks, no kid- 
din’.” “Two hundred.” “All right.” Then they smoke, 
finish up the pot, they fix up everything together, first 
they need a safe automobile, the tinner telephones for 
one, they’re in luck, in half an hour the Soren auto is at 
the door. 

Then comes the joke; the old watchman sits down in 
his armchair, the wheelwright gets some copper wire 
and ties his legs together, but not too tight. The old 
chap has varicose veins, and he’s sensitive down there. 
The wheelwright binds his arms together with telephone 
wire, and then the three of them start their fun with the 
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old man, asking how much he wants to get, maybe three 
hundred, or three hundred and fifty. Then they fetch 
two pairs of boys’ pants and a coarse summer topcoat. 
They tie the watchman to the chair with the boys’ pants, 
and he says, that’s enough now. But they go on joshing 
him, he defends himself, and gets a couple of whacks 
in the face, and, before he can yell, he’s got the coat over 
his head. For safety’s sake, they tie a towel across his 
chest. They drag the stuff down to the car. The wheel- 
wright writes out two pasteboard notices: “Fragile. This 
side up,” and hangs them on the watchman’s back and 
front. Then they march off. We haven’t picked up any 
money that easy for a long while. 

But the watchman gets scared and he boils with rage 
at being tied up like that. How’m I gonna get free? 
They left the doors open so others can come in, too, 
and pinch things. He can’t get his hands free, but the 
wire on his legs comes undone, if I could only see a bit. 
Then the old man wriggles and short-steps forward with 
the armchair stuck to his back like a snail’s shell, he 
marches blindly across the office, his hands pressed against 
his body, he can’t get ’em out, nor can he get the thick 
topcoat off his head. Thus he gropes his way towards 
the door, banging his head against things in the hallway, 
but he can’t get through the door. He flies into a terrible 
rage now, and retreats, bashing the armchair forward 
and sideways against the door. The armchair won’t come 
off, but the door splits, and the sound echoes through 
the silent house. The blind watchman keeps walking back 
and forth, crashing and bashing against the door, some- 
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body’s gotta come, I wanta see somethin’, them dirty 
dogs will find out a thing or two, I gotta get this coat 
off, he calls for help, but the coat muffles his voice. This 
goes on for two minutes and then the boss wakes up. 
Others arrive from the second story. Then the old man 
sits back on his armchair and flops over; he has fainted. 
Some rumpus, burglars have broken in, they’ve tied the 
old man, what’s the use of having such an old man, that’s 
to save money, penny wise, pound foolish, as usual. 

General rejoicing among the little gang. 

Hell, do we need Pums and Reinhold and that whole 
damned crowd? 

But things come to a head, and very differently from 
what they expect. 


Things come to a Head, Karl the Tinner gets 
caught and spills the Beans 


In THE Prenzlauer café Reinhold goes up to the tinner 
and tells him they need him, they’ve been looking for 
a locksmith, but can’t find one. Karl must join them. 
They walk into the back room. Reinhold says: “Why 
dontcha want to come? What are you doin’, anyway? 
We've heard all about it.” “Because I won’t let you guys 
get my goat.” “Well, I suppose you got somethin’ else.” 
“That’s none o’ your business.” “I can see you’re earnin’ 
dough, but you can’t get away with that, y’ know, first 
workin’ with us, earnin’ money, and then good-bye every- 
body.” “What do-you mean, get away with what? First 
you holler Pm no good, and then, all of a sudden, you 
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say Karl’s gotta come along.” “You gotta come, we got 
nobody, or give back the money you got with us. We 
don’t need no day-laborers.” “Search me, that money’s 
all gone.” “Then you gotta work with us.” “I won’t, 
and I told you so before.” “Karl, see here, we’ll break 
every bone in your body, we’ll make you starve to death 
alive.” “Don’t make me laugh. Are you drunk or some- 
thin’? Maybe you think I’m one of them little broads 
you can do anything you want to with.” “Is that so, old 
boy? Now you just beat it. I don’t care what the hell you 
are. Think it over. Ill be round again.” “Attaboy.” 
There is a mower. 

Reinhold discusses with the others what they are to 
do. They’re S. O. L. without a locksmith, and just now 
the season’s favorable, Reinhold has orders from two 
fences, he got them over Pums’s head. They’re all of the 
same opinion, we gotta put Karl into the sweat-box, he’s 
nothing but a crook, and he’ll get kicked out of the club 
one of these days. 

The tinner notices that there’s something in the wind. 
He looks up Franz and often visits him in his room, try- 
ing to pump him or to get him to help him. Franz says: 
“First you got us in a hole up there in Stralauer Strasse, 
and then you ditch us. Now that’s enough.” “It’s be- 
cause I don’t wanta have nothin’ to do with Reinhold. 
He’s a damned bastard, only you don’t know it.” “He’s: 
a good guy.” “You're a jackass, you don’t know nothin” 
about the world, you ain’t got eyes to see with.” “Don’t: 
give me any of that bunk, Karl, I got enough, we go on: 
a job and then you ditch us. Just watch out, I’m tellin” 
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you, or things’ll go bad with you.” “On account of Rein- 
hold and Company? Just watch me laugh. Couldn’t open 
my mouth any wider, could I? My belly’s shakin’. Pm 
as strong as he is, anyhow, I guess he thinks I’m like 
one of his little broads, well, I won’t say no more. But 
just let him come and try somethin’.” “Beat it, but I tell 
ye, watch out.” 

And then chance would have it that the tinner, with his 
two friends, pulled a job two days later in Friedenstrasse, 
and he got nabbed. The wheelwright got caught as well, 
only the third man who kept watch escaped. They soon 
found out at headquarters that Karl was involved in the 
burglary in Elsasser Strasse, there are plenty of finger- 
prints on the coffee cups. 


Why did I get nabbed, thinks Karl. How did those 
bulls dig it out anyhow? Musta been that dirty louse, 
Reinhold, who squealed. Out of spite, because I didn’t 
go along with ’em. The dirty bastard wants to put me 
out of commission, that crook, he got us into this trap, 
he’s the prize yegg, sure, never saw the likes of him. He 
sends a secret note to the wheelwright to say it’s Rein- 
hold’s fault, he gave ’em away, I?ll say he was in on it. 
The wheelwright nods to him in the hallway. Karl has 
himself brought before the examining judge, and at 
headquarters he insists: “Reinhold was in it, only he 
got away.” 

They promptly arrest Reinhold in the afternoon. He 
denies everything, he can prove an alibi. He is pale with 
rage, when he faces the two men in the office of the 
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examining judge, and hears those dirty hounds state 
that he was in on the burglary in the warehouse. The 
judge listens to all this, watches their faces, there’s some- 
thing fishy about it, they’re furious with each other. Two 
days later, the thing’s cleared up, Reinhold’s alibi is 
valid, he’s a pimp, but he had nothing to do with this 
affair. 

This is early in October. 

So Reinhold is discharged, but the bulls smell a rat 
and decide to watch him more closely. The others, the 
wheelwright and Karl, are reprimanded by the examin- 
ing judge, they mustn’t rake up a lot of nonsense, Rein- 
hold has an alibi. Whereupon both are silent. 

Kar] sits in his cell, boiling with rage. His brother-in- 
law, the brother of his divorced wife, with whom he is 
on good terms, visits him. He gets a lawyer through 
him, he insists on having a lawyer, a good criminal law- 
yer. After sounding him out a bit to find out if he knows 
his job, he asks the lawyer what would happen if a man 
helped to bury a dead person. “What do you mean?” 
“Tf a man finds somebody who’s dead and then buries 
him?” “Someone you want to conceal, perhaps, shot 
dead by the police, eh?” “Well, anyway, if a man didn’t 
kill the person himself and he wouldn’t like to have 
the body found, can anything be done to him for that?” 
“Well, did you know the dead person, and did you gain 
anything by burying him?” “No, didn’t gain nothin’, it 
was for friendship’s sake; supposin’ a man simply helped, 
the corpse is lyin’ there, he’s dead all right and you don’t 
want to have him found.” “Found by the police, you 
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mean? As a matter of fact, that’s merely suppression of 
evidence. But how did he die?” “How do I know? I 
wasn’t there, I’m just askin’ about this for somebody else. 
I didn’t help at all. Didn’t know nothin’ about it either, 
nothin’ at all. The corpse was just lyin’ there. Then 
somebody says to me, just take a hold, we’re gonna bury 
it.” “Who told you that?” “To bury it? Well, some- 
body. I just wanta know how I stand. Did I commit a 
crime when I helped to bury a corpse?” “Look here, the 
way you put the thing, it’s hardly a crime at all, or only 
a petty one. If you were not involved at all and had no 
interest in it. But why did you help?” “I’m tellin’ you, 
I just gave a hand for friendship’s sake, but that didn’t 
matter, at any rate, I wasn’t involved in the affair and 
it didn’t matter to me whether the person was or wasn’t 
found.” “Was there some kind of a femic murder in 
your gang?” “Well—” “Look here, old man, keep out 
of this. But I still don’t know what you’re driving at.” 
“Tt’s all right, Mister, what I wanted to know, now I 
know.” “Won’t you tell me about it a little more in de- 
tail?” “Td like to sleep over it a bit.” 

So Karl the tinner lies in his bunk all night long, try- 
ing to sleep, to sleep, but he can’t, and he gets in a rage. 
I certainly am the biggest boob in the world, now I 
wanted to squeal on Reinhold, and that fellow sure 
tumbled to something, and now he’s gone, he’s beat it. 
I’m a boob. That crook, that gorilla, gets me into trouble, 
but Pll get even with him, you bet your life. 

It seems to Karl that the night will never end; when’s 
the first bell goin’ to ring, it’s all the same to me, just 
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helping to bury a person don’t get a man into trouble, 
and if I get a coupla months, it’ll be life for him; he’ll 
never get out again, unless they knock off his bean al- 
together. When’s the examining judge coming, wonder 
what time it is, and meanwhile Reinhold’s in the train 
and skiddoos. The crook. I never saw the likes of him, 
and what’s more, Biberkopf’s his friend, wonder how 
he’ll manage with one arm, they’re doin’ all kinds of 
funny things to the war-cripples. 

Then things begin to stir in the old panopticon. Karl 
puts out his signal flag, and at eleven he’s before the 
judge. Well, the latter looks astonished. “You certainly 
have it in for him. This is the second time you have re- 
ported him. Let’s hope you don’t get into trouble your- 
self.” But then Karl gives such precise information that 
they take an automobile at noon, the examining judge 
goes along himself, two sturdy detectives with him, 
Karl between them, handcuffed, and they go out to 
Freienwalde. 


So they ride once more over the old roads. It’s nice 
to ride along like this. Damn it, if only I knew how to 
get out of this car. The lousy fools have handcuffed me, 
nothing doing. They got guns, too. No use, no use. Rid- 
ing, riding, the road shoots past him. 180 days I give you, 
Mieze, on my lap, a darling gal, he’s a crook, Reinhold, 
he walks over corpses, well, just wait, old boy! Got to 
think about Mieze again, I’1] bite your tongue, she knows 
how to hug, which way are we going to drive, right or 
left, don’t care, what a sweet kid. 
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They cross the hill, and come to the wood. 

There’s a pretty bathing-beach in Freienwalde, a small 
summer resort. There is yellow gravel neatly spread 
over the paths of the Kurgarten, back there is the res- 
taurant terrace, that’s where we three sat. In Switzer- 
land and on Tyrol’s height, One feels so well by day 
and night, In Tyrol the milk comes warm from the cow, 
In Switzerland there’s the tall Jungfrau. 

And then he rushed off with her, and I made myself 
scarce for a few lousy bills. To think I sold that poor 
kid to such a crook, and now I’m in trouble on accounta 
him. 

Here’s the wood, autumnal, sunny, the tree-tops are 
still. “We gotta walk along here, he had a flashlight, 
it’s not easy to find, but when I see the place, Pll know 
it again. There was a clearing with a fir tree standing 
crooked and then there was a little hollow.” “There 
are lots of hollows here.” “Wait a minute, chief, we’ve 
gone too far, it wasn’t 20 or 25 minutes from the res- 
taurant. It wasn’t that far.” “But you said you were run- 
ning.” “Only in the woods, not on the road, of course, 
somebody might have noticed us.” Now they have found © 
the clearing; the crooked fir tree is standing there, every- 
thing is as it was that day. I’m yourn, her heart smashed, 
eyes smashed, mouth smashed, how about walking a bit, 
don’t hug me so tight. “That’s the black fir, that’s it.” 

Men came riding over the land, they sat on little brown 
horses, they came from far away. They kept on asking 
where the road was, till they came to the water, to the 
great lake, there they dismounted. They tied their horses 
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to an oak tree, they said prayers beside the water, they 
threw themselves on the ground and then they took a 
boat and rowed across the water. They hailed the lake 
with singing, they talked with the lake. They sought 
no treasure in the lake, they only wished to worship the 
great lake wherein one of their chieftains lay. For this 
is the reason, the reason these men. 

The detectives had brought some spades along, Karl 
the tinner showed them the spot. They stuck their spades 
into the ground, and no sooner had they stuck them in 
than it became loose; they dug still deeper throwing 
the earth high, the ground has been disturbed here, there 
were fir cones lying underneath. Karl the tinner stands 
and looks and looks and waits. It was here, it was here 
all right, here’s where they dug the girl in. “How deep 
was it?” “A foot or so, no more.” “Should have got 
there by now.” “It was here all right, just go on diggin’.” 
“Go on digging, digging, all very well, when there’s 
nothing there.” The ground is all torn up, they shovel 
green grass from the bottom of the hole, there’s been 
somebody digging here, yesterday or today. She oughta 
come now, he goes on holding his sleeve to his nose, she 
must be decomposed by now, how many months is it, 
and it’s been raining, too. One of the men digging down 
there asks from below: “What kind of a dress did she 
have on?” “A dark skirt and a pink waist.” “Silk?” 
“Maybe silk, anyhow, light pink.” “Like this?” One of 
the men holds up a strip of lace, all loamy and sodden, 
but it’s pink. He shows it to the judge. “Part of the sleeve 
perhaps.” They go on digging. It’s obvious: something 
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was buried here. Yesterday or perhaps today, someone 
was digging here. Karl stands there; so that’s it, he smelt 
a rat and dug her out, maybe he has thrown her into the 
water. The judge takes the police commissioner aside, 
their conversation lasts a long time, the commissioner 
takes notes. Then the three return to the automobile; 
one of the men stays behind. 

While they are walking, the judge asks Karl: “When 
you came, the girl was already dead, wasn’t she?” “Yes.” 
“How can you prove it?” “Why?” “Well, suppose your 
Reinhold now says it was you who killed her, or you 
helped.” “I helped carry her all right. Why should I 
kill the gal?” “For the same reason that he killed her, 
or is supposed to have killed her.” “I wasn’t with her in 
the evening at all.” “But in the afternoon.” “But not 
afterwards, she was still alive then.” “That’ll be a difh- 
cult alibi.” 

In the car the judge asks Karl: “Where were you in 
the evening, or the night following this business with 
Reinhold?” Damn it all, Pll tell you. “I was on a trip, 
he gave me his passport, I beat it, so that I could prove 
my alibi in case the thing got out.” “Strange, but why ~ 
should you do that, that’s really odd, were you such good 
friends?” “Oh, I’m poor, and he gave me some money.” 
“But now he’s not your friend any more, is he? Or hasn’t 
he any money now?” “Him, a friend of mine? No, 
judge. You know why I’m in jail—it’s on account of that 
affair with the watchman and so on. He snitched on me.” 

The judge and commissioner look at each other, the 
automobile flies along, plunges into holes in the road, 
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jumps up, the trees flash past, here’s where I rode with 
him, 180 days I give you. “I suppose something hap- 
pened between you two and your friendship went to 
smash, heh?” “Yeah, you know how it is (he wants to 
give me the works, but I won’t let him get away with it, 
stop, I getcha). It’s like this, Judge: Reinhold is a tough 
customer, and, as a matter of fact, he wanted to get rid 
of me, too.” “Well, did he start anything against you?” 
“Nope, it was what he said.” “Nothing else.” “Nope.” 
“Well, we’ll see about that.” 


Two days later the body of Mieze is found about a 
half a mile away from the hollow, in the same wood. As 
soon as the newspapers report the case, two of the garden 
laborers present themselves and testify that they saw a 
man walking through the wood alone, near that spot, 
carrying a heavy trunk. They both spoke of it at the time, 
wondering what he was carrying, later the man took a 
rest and sat in the hollow. When they came back half 
an hour later, he was still sitting there in his shirt-sleeves, 
they didn’t see the trunk, it probably was in the hole. 
They give a pretty exact description of the man; about 
5 feet 8, very broad shoulders, wearing a black derby, a 
light-gray summer suit, a pepper-and-salt coat, he drags 
his legs when he walks, looks like an invalid, a very high 
wrinkled forehead. There are many hollows in the region 
indicated by the two witnesses, and the police dogs prove 
useless; so they have to dig up all the hollows there- 
about. In one of them, after a few spadefuls of earth 
have been cleared, they come upon a big brown card- 
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board box, tied with string. When the commissioner 
opens it, they find a woman’s clothes, a torn chemise, a 
pair of long light stockings, an old brown woolen dress, 
dirty handkerchiefs, two toothbrushes. The cardboard 
box is somewhat wet, but not soaked through, its general 
appearance suggests that it has not been lying there for 
long. Incomprehensible, wasn’t the corpse wearing a 
pink blouse? 

Soon afterwards they find the trunk in another hol- 
low, and the body is inside it in a crouching position, 
firmly tied with curtain-cords. In the evening reports are 
flashed to all the stations, to the provincial police stations 
as well, with a description of the suspect, and so on. 

Reinhold realizes, when he is questioned at head- 
quarters, that the game is up. So now he gets Franz in- 
volved in trouble, as well. Why shouldn’t it have been 
him? What can Karl prove? It’s doubtful if anybody 
saw me in Freienwalde. Maybe somebody saw me at 
the restaurant or on the road, but it don’t matter, it’s 
worth trying, gotta get Franz to go away, so it’ll look 
as if he was in it, too. 

That afternoon, after leaving headquarters, Reinhold 
1s upstairs with Franz, Karl the tinner is snitching on us, 
he says, make yourself scarce. So Franz, helped by Rein- 
hold, gets his things packed in a quarter of an hour. 
They curse Karl together. Then Eva gets Toni, one of 
her old girl friends in Wilmersdorf to put Franz up. 
Reinhold rides out to Wilmersdorf in the automobile 
and they buy trunks together. Reinhold wants to go 
abroad and he needs a huge trunk; at first he chooses a 
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wardrobe trunk, then decides on a wooden trunk, the 
biggest he can carry, don’t trust porters, they spy on 
a guy, youll get my address, Franz, remember me to 
Eva. 

Terrible disaster in Prague, 21 dead have already been 
brought to the surface, 150 persons are still buried; in 
a few minutes a new building 7 stories high was reduced 
to a heap of ruins, there are still many dead and injured 
lying underneath. The whole structure of reinforced 
concrete weighing nearly 1000 tons plunged into the two 
underground basements. The policeman on duty in the 
street warned passers-by when he heard sounds of crack- 
ing in the building and had the presence of mind to jump 
on toa street-car coming up at that moment and apply the 
brakes himself. Terrible storms are raging on the At- 
lantic. The weather report for the Atlantic ocean is as 
follows: cyclonic depressions, one after another, are com- 
ing from North America in an easterly direction, while 
the two high-pressure areas in Central America and be- 
tween Greenland and Ireland, are stationary. The news- 
papers are full of long articles about the Graf Zeppelin 
and its prospective flight. Every detail of the airship’s 
construction, the personality of the commander and the 
prospects of success in the enterprise is discussed ex- 
haustively, enthusiastic editorials extol German efficiency 
and the prior achievements of the Zeppelin airship. De- 
spite all the propaganda that has been made in favor of 
airplanes, the airship affords, we are assured, the ideal 
means of air travel in the future. But the Zeppelin does 
not start, for Eckener will not incur needless risks. 
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They open the trunk in which Mieze lay. She was 
the daughter of a street-car conductor from Bernau. There 
were three children in the family, the mother deserted 
her husband and left the home, why, nobody knows. 
Mieze was alone in the house and had to do everything 
herself. Sometimes at night she rode in to Berlin and 
went to dance-halls or to Lestmann and other places 
nearby, occasionally she was taken by this one or the 
other to a hotel; then it was too late and she didn’t dare 
come home, so she stayed on in Berlin and met Eva; 
that’s how it started. They were at the police station 
near the Stettin Depot. A cheerful life began then for 
Mieze, who at first called herself Sonia, she had many 
acquaintances and friends, but later on she always lived 
with one man, a strong fellow with one arm whom Mieze 
loved at first sight and to whom she remained true till 
the end. A bad end, a sad end, was the last end of Mieze. 
And why, why, why? What crime had she committed? 
She came from Bernau into the whirl of Berlin, she was 
not an innocent girl, certainly not, but her love for him 
was pure and steadfast; he was her man and she took 
care of him like a child. She was struck down because 
she happened by chance to encounter this man; such is 
life, it’s really inconceivable. She rode out to Freien- 
walde to protect her friend, and there she was strangled, 
strangled, killed, extinguished; such is life. 

They take the finger-prints on her throat and face, 
and now she’s only a case for criminal inquiry, a technical 
process, just as when a telephone wire is laid, that’s what 
she has come to. They take her death-mask, paint every- 
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thing in natural colors, it’s an exact likeness, in a kind of 
celluloid. So there is Mieze, her face and throat are in a 
cupboard filled with legal documents, come on now, come 
on now, we'll soon be home, Aschinger’s, you must con- 
sole me, I’m yourn. She is displayed under glass now, 
face smashed, heart smashed, abdomen smashed, her 
smile smashed, you must console me, come along. 


So | returned and considered all the Oppressions 
that are done under the Sun 


Franz, why do you sigh, Franzeken? Why must Eva be 
always gliding up to your side and asking you what you 
think, and she gets no reply, must always go away with- 
out an answer? Why are you so depressed, and why must 
you cringe, cringe, and cringe in a little nook, behind a 
little curtain, and take such tiny little steps? You know 
life, you didn’t fall upon the earth yesterday, you have a 
nose for things and you can observe. But you see noth- 
ing, you hear nothing, you can only sense things, you 
dare not turn your eyes towards them, but look at them 
from the side, nor do you flee, you are too obstinate to 
flee, so you clench your teeth, you are no coward, only 
you don’t know what may happen and whether you can 
take up the burden, whether your shoulders are strong 
enough to bear it. 

“How much did Job, the man from the land of Uz, 
suffer before he knew all and nothing could afflict him 
more. The Sabeans fell upon his servants, and slew them, 
the fire of God fell from heaven and burnt up the sheep 
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and the servants, the Chaldeans fell upon and slew his 
camels and their drivers, his sons and daughters were 
sitting in their eldest brother’s house, and there came a 
wind from the wilderness and smote the four corners of 
the house and the young men were slain. 

That was much, but it was not enough. Job rent his 
mantle, bit his hands, and shaved his head and heaped 
ashes upon himself. But it was not yet enough. Job was 
stricken with sores, he had boils from the soles of his 
feet unto his crown, he sat down among the ashes and 
the pus flowed from him and he took him a potsherd to 
scrape himself withal. 

His friends came and visited him, Eliphaz the Teman- 
ite, and Bildad the Shuhite, and Zophar the Naamathite, 
they came from afar to console him, they lifted up their 
voices and wept fearfully, they did not recognize Job; 
thus terribly was Job stricken. He had had seven sons 
and three daughters and seven thousand sheep and three 
thousand camels and five hundred yoke of oxen, and 
five hundred she-asses and a very great household. 

Franz Biberkopf, you have not lost as much as did 
Job, the man of Uz, but it is slowly coming upon you, 
also. With little steps you draw yourself near to that 
which has befallen you, you say to yourself a thousand 
words of consolation, you flatter yourself, for you wish 
to risk it, you are resolved to draw nearer, you are re- 
solved to affront the utmost, yea, woe is you, to affront 
the bitterest end. Not that, oh not that! You encourage 
yourself, you love yourself: come, nothing will happen, 
and we can’t escape, anyway. But something in you wills 
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it, refuses it. You sigh. How can I find shelter when 
disaster befalls, to what can I cling? Nearer it comes. 
And you, too, approach it like a snail; you are no coward, 
not only have you strong muscles, you are Franz Biber- 
kopf, you are the cobra. See it coiling, inch by inch around 
the monster, that stands there, about to seize him. 

You will lose no money, Franz, but you will be burnt 
up in your innermost soul! See how the whore rejoices! 
The whore of Babylon. And there came one of the seven 
angels which had the seven vials, and talked with me, 
saying unto me, Come hither; I will show unto thee 
the judgment of the great whore that sitteth upon many 
waters; and I saw a woman sit upon a scarlet colored 
beast, having a golden cup in her hand; and upon her 
forehead was a name written, mysrery. And I saw the 
woman drunken with the blood of the saints. 

You sense her now, you feel her. Ah, will you now 
be strong, will you escape destruction? 


In the pretty bright room of the Wilmersdorfer 
Strasse villa, Franz Biberkopf sits and waits. 

The cobra coils itself, lies basking in the sun. A great 
bore all this, for he’s vigorous and would like to do 
something, a fellow just lies around, they have not yet 
fixed up where to meet, fat Toni has supplied him with 
dark smoked glasses, I’ve got to get a brand-new outfit. 
I might get myself a student’s scar on my face. There’s 
somebody running across the courtyard. He’s in a hurry 
all right. Nothing comes too late for me. If only people 
wouldn’t hurry so much, they’d live twice as long, and 
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get three times as much done. It’s the same thing with 
the six-day bicycle race, they pedal and pedal, steadily 
all the time, they are patient, the milk won’t boil over, 
let the public whistle, what do they know about it, any- 
how? 

There’s a knock in the hallway. Well, why don’t they 
ring? Damn it, Pl fly the coop, but there’s only one exit. 
Let’s listen. 

With little steps you drag yourself up, you say to 
yourself a thousand words of consolation, you flatter 
yourself, lure yourself, you are ready for the utmost, but 
not for the very bitter, oh, not for the very bitterest end. 

Let’s listen. What’s that? Don’t I know her? I cer- 
tainly know that voice. Screaming, crying, crying. Let’s 
see. Terror, haunting terror, what are you thinking of 
now? There’s so much one thinks about. Sure, I know 
her, it’s Eva! 

The door opens. Outside stands Eva, fat Toni has her 
arms around her. She’s whimpering, sobbing, whatsa 
matter with the girl? A man thinks about so many things, 
all that’s happened, Mieze screaming, Reinhold lying 
in the bed. “Howdy, Eva. Well, Eva, old girl, well, 
what is it, hold on, hold on, anything happened, it’s not 
goin’ to be as bad as all that.” “Lemme go.” How she 
grunts, probably got a good whacking somewhere, some- 
body must have beat her up, wait a minute. She must 
have told Herbert something, Herbert knows some- 
thing about the child. “Did he beat you up, Herbert?” 
“Lemme go. Don’t touch me.” Her eyes looked so queer. 
Now she don’t want to have anything to do with me any 
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more. Didn’t she want it herself? Whatsa matter, any- 
how! What’s wrong, more people coming, let’s bolt the 
door. Toni stands there, talking excitedly to Eva. “Hush, 
Eva, don’t worry. Now stop that, what’s wrong, come 
in. Where’s Herbert?” “I won’t go in, I won’t go in.” 
“Well, come along, let’s sit down. I’ve made some coffee. 
Go away Franz.” “Why should I go away, I ain’t done 
nothin’.” 

Then Eva’s eyes grow bigger, terribly bigger, as if she 
wanted to eat up somebody, she starts screaming, grabs 
Franz by the vest: “He’s got to come along, he’s got to 
come in here, he must come in here with me. You got 
to come here with us.” Whatsa matter with her, that 
woman’s crazy, has anybody told her anything? Eva 
starts dithering on the sofa, beside fat Toni. The girl 
looks bloated and shaky, that’s on account of her condi- 
tion, but she got that from me, why, I ain’t goin’ to do 
nothin’ to her. Eva puts her arms around fat Toni and 
whispers something in her ear; at first she cannot speak, 
but then she gets it out. Now something comes over 
Toni, too. She slaps her hands together, while Eva dith- 
ers and takes a crumpled piece of paper out of her 
pocket. They’ve all gone batty. Are they trying to stage 
something with me or what, what’s that in the paper any- 
way, maybe about our job in the Stralauer Strasse? Franz 
stands up and shouts: those women are damned fools. 
“You monkeys. Don’t start makin’ scenes for my benefit, 
or I guess you think I’m your monkey.” “For God’s 
sake, for God’s sake!” Fat Toni has sat down, Eva goes 
on blubbering, looking in front of her; she says nothing, 


531 


just whimpers and shakes. Then Franz reaches across 
the table and tears the paper from fat Toni’s hands. 

There are two pictures on it, one next to the other, 
what horrible, horrible, ghastly fright, that’s me—sure 
enough it’s me. But why? On account of the Stralauer 
Strasse business? But why? Horror of horror, that’s me 
and there’s Reinhold. Headline: Murder. Murder of a 
Prostitute in Freienwalde, Emilie Parsunke of Bernau. 
Mieze. What’s that? Me. Behind the stove a mouse is 
sitting, soon it will be flitting, flitting! 

His hand grips the page convulsively. Slowly he sinks 
down on to the chair, he sits all shrunken within him- 
self. What’s that on the page? Behind the stove a mouse 
is sitting. 

The two women gape at him, in tears; stare with 
goggly eyes towards him, what’s the matter, murder? 
What’s that, Mieze? I’m crazy, what’s that, what does 
it all mean? His hand moves again towards the table, 
there it is in the paper, let’s read it: my picture, me, and 
Reinhold, murder, Emilie Parsunke of Bernau, in Freien- 
walde, how did she get to Freienwalde? What paper is 
it, anyway, the Morgenpost. His hand moves up with 
the paper, down with the paper. Eva, what’s Eva do- 
ing? Her look has changed, she comes over to him, her 
voice no longer strident: “Well, Franz?” A voice, some- 
body’s speaking, I must say something, two women; a 
murder, what is a murder, in Freienwalde, so I mur- 
dered her in Freienwalde, but I never been to Freien- 
walde, where is that anyhow? “Now tell me Franz, say 
somethin’.” 
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Franz looks at her, looks at her, his big eyes staring 
at her, he holds the paper on the flat of his hand, his head 
is shaking, he reads and babbles in jerks, stumbling, 
crackling. Murder in Freienwalde, Emilie Parsunke of 
Bernau, born June 12, 1908, it’s Mieze, Eva. He scratches 
his cheek, looks at Eva with a vague, empty, hollow look, 
one can’t see down into it. It’s Mieze, Eva. It’s Mieze, 
Eva. Yes. What—do you say, Eva? She’s dead. That’s 
why we didn’t find her. “And you are in the papers, 
Branz.> “Me?” 

He takes the paper again and looks at it. It’s my pic- 
ture. 

The upper part of his body is shivering. For God’s 
sake, for God’s sake, Eva! She grows more and more 
afraid. She moves a chair next to him. He is still rocking 
the upper part of his body. For God’s sake, for God’s 
sake! Swaying to and fro. Now he starts puffing and 
panting. From his face one would think he was amused. 
“For God’s sake, what’ll we do, Eva, what’ll we do?” 
“Why did they put your picture there?” “Where?” 
“There?” “Well, I don’t know. For God’s sake, what 
does it mean?” “How come, ho, ho, that’s really funny.” 
Now he looks at her, helplessly trembling, and she is 
glad, that’s a human look, tears are rolling from her 
eyes again, fat Toni starts whimpering, too, then his 
arm goes round behind her, and his hand rests on her 
shoulder, his face is on her neck. Franz whispers: “Whats 
this, Eva, what’s the matter with our Miezeken, what’s 
happened? She’s dead, something happened to her, now 
it’s out. She didn’t run away from me, somebody killed 
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our Miezeken, my Miezeken, whatsa matter now? Is it 
true, tell me, it’s not true!” 

As he thinks of Miezeken something rises in him, fear 
arises, terror beckons him, there he is, there is that mower, 
Death’s his name, hatchet and staff in hand he marches 
oer the land blowing on a little flute, he wrenches 
his jaws apart, and takes a trumpet, to blare upon his 
trumpet, and beats the kettledrum and now it looms, a 
doom, gloom-black, battering ram, drooms, and softly 
droooooms. .. . 

Eva watches the slow gnashing and grinding of his 
jaws and clings to Franz. His head quivers, and now his 
voice is heard, at first a harsh rattle, then growing softer. 
But not an uttered word. 

He lay beneath the auto, that was like it is now, there’s 
a mill there, a quarry, it goes on pouring over me, but 
I?ll hold fast, no matter how I hold on, it’s no use, it 
wants to smash me to pieces, even if I am an iron girder, 
it wants to break me to pieces. 

Franz murmurs through his teeth: “Something’s com- 
ing.” “What’s coming?” What mill is this, revolving 
wheels, a windmill, a watermill? “Watch out, Franz, 
they are looking for you.” So they say I killed her, me, 
he trembles again, his face is laughing again, I beat her 
once, maybe they think because I killed Ida. “Stay where 
you are, Franz, don’t go downstairs, where do you wanta 
got They’re looking for you, they know you by that one 
arm.” “They won’t catch me, Eva, if I don’t want ’em 
to; they won’t catch me, you can depend on that. I must 
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go out and look at the poster column, I’ve gotta see it. 
Pve gotta read it in the saloon, in the papers, the stuff 
they write, how it happened.” Then he stands in front 
of Eva, staring at her, can’t get a word out, if he only 
don’t start laughing. “Look at me, Eva, is there any- 
thing wrong with me, look at me.” “No, no.” She screams 
and clings to him. “Well, look at me, is there anything 
the matter with me? There must be somethin’ wrong 
with me.” 

No, no, she screams, and wails, while he walks to the 
door, smiling, takes his hat from the bureau, and is gone. 


Behold the Tears of Such as were oppressed and 
they had no Comforter 


Franz has an artificial arm, but, as a rule, he rarely 
wears it; now, however, he goes out on the street with it, 
the false hand in the pocket of his overcoat, in the left a 
cigar. He had left the house with difficulty. Eva shrieked 
and threw herself at his feet before the hall-door, he 
promised her not to run away, and to watch out. “I?ll be 
back for coffee,” he said, and then went downstairs. 

They did not catch Franz Biberkopf as long as he did 
not want to be caught. There were always two angels 
walking beside him, one on the left, the other on the 
right, who diverted people’s eyes from him. 

In the afternoon he comes upstairs for coffee at four. 
Herbert is there, too. Then for the first time in a long 
time they hear Franz talk at length. He has read the 
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papers downstairs about his friend, Karl the tinner, he 
has read how he squealed on them. He does not know 
why he did that. So Karl the tinner went along to Freien- 
walde, where they had dragged Mieze. Reinhold did it 
by force. He had taken an auto, rode perhaps a little 
way with Mieze, and then Karl got in and between them 
they held her feet and dragged her to Freienwalde, prob- 
ably at night. Maybe they had already killed her on the 
way. “And why did Reinhold do that?” “It was him who 
kicked me under the car, now you might as well know it, 
it was him, but it don’t matter. I’m not angry at him for 
it, a fellow’s gotta learn things, if he don’t, he won’t 
ever know nothin’. Then he runs around like a damn 
blockhead and knows nothin’ about the world. ?m not 
angry at him, nope, nope. He wanted to knock me out, 
he thought he’d got me in his clutches, but it didn’t hap- 
pen that way, he found that out; that’s why he took 
Mieze from me and did that to her, it wasn’t her fault.” 
Oh why, that’s why. Roll of drums, battalion march, 
march. When the soldiers come marching along through 
the town, oh why, that’s why, just because of tararara 
taraboomdeeay. 

That’s how I marched up, and that’s how he an- 
swered me and it was a damned trick and all wrong for 
me to march with him. 

It was all wrong for me to march, all wrong, all wrong. 

But that doesn’t matter, now it doesn’t matter any 
more. Herbert opens his eyes wide. Eva can’t say a word. 
Herbert: “Why didn’tcha tell Mieze somethin’ about 
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it?” “It’s not my fault, there’s nothing you can do about 
it, that guy mighta just as well shot me dead when I 
was in his room. I tell you, there’s nothin’ to be done 
about it.” 

Seven heads and ten horns, in her hand a cup full 
of abominations. We’ll get ’em now, all right, there’s 
nothin’ can stop it now. 

“Man alive, if you had just let one peep out, I tell 
you Mieze would still be living today, and another guy 
would be carrying his head under his arm.” “It’s not 
my fault. What a guy like that does, you’ll never know. 
And you can’t know what he’s doin’ now, yow’ll never 
find out.” “T’1] find out, all right.” Eva pleads with him: 
“Don’t go near that fellow, Herbert, I’m afraid, too.” 
“We'll fix him up all right. First we’ll find where he 
hangs out, and half an hour later the bulls’ll get him.” 
Franz nods. “Just you keep your fingers out of that pie, 
Herbert, he don’t belong to you. Let’s shake.” Eva: 
“Shake, Herbert, what are you goin’ to do, Franz?” 
“What do I care. You can throw me on the garbage- 
dump.” 

Then he moves quickly to the corner and stands with 
his back against the wall. 

Now they hear a sobbing, sobbing, a whimpering, he 
is weeping for himself and for Mieze, they hear it, and 
Eva cries and weeps upon the table, the paper with 
“Murder” on it is still lying on the table, Mieze is 
murdered, nobody did anything, it just happened to 
her. 
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Wherefore | praised the Dead which were already 
Dead 


Towarps evening Franz Biberkopf is on his way again. 
Five sparrows, on the Bayrischer Platz, fly over him. 
They are five slain evil-doers, who have often met Franz 
Biberkopf before. They have considered what to do 
with him, what decision to take about him, how to make 
him anxious and uncertain, over which beam they shall 
make him stumble. 

One of them screams: There he walks. Look, he has 
a false arm, he hasn’t yet given up the game for lost, he 
does not want to be recognized. 

The second says: That fine gentleman has certainly 
done a lot of shady things. He is a dangerous criminal, 
they should put him in the bull-pen, he ought to get 
life. Killing one woman and going around hooking 
things, burgling and then taking another woman, that’s 
another of his crimes. What does he want now, I ask 
you? 

The third: He’s puffing himself up. He’s playing the 
innocent. He’s aping the honest man. Look at the louse. 
When a bull comes along, let’s kick his hat off. 

The first speaks again: Why should that fellow live 
any longer? I croaked in prison after nine years. I was 
much younger than this chap here, I was dead already 
then, and couldn’t say boo. Take your hat off, you mon- 
key, take off your damned glasses, you’re not an editor 
yet, you jackass, why, you don’t even know the multipli- 
cation table, and then you go putting on horn-rimmed 
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glasses like a professor, look out, you'll see, they’ll get 
you. 

The fourth: Heh, don’t scream so loud. What do 
you want to do to him? Look at the fellow, he has got 
a head, he walks on two legs. We little sparrows, we 
might let something drop on his hat. 

The fifth: Go ahead and baw] him out. He’s chewing 
his cud, he’s got a screw loose. He goes walking about 
with two angels, his sweetheart is a mask at police head- 
quarters, go ahead and do something to him. Go ahead 
and scream. 

So they whir, scream, and twitter above his head. 
Franz raises his head, his thoughts are muddled, the 
birds squabble and mock at him. 


Autumn weather. In the Tauentzien Palast they are 
playing The Last Days of Francisco; there are fifty danc- 
ing beauties at the Jager Casino, for a bunch of lilacs you 
can kiss me. Then Franz decides: my life is at an end, it’s 
all over, I’ve had enough. 

The street-cars rattle along the streets, they are all 
going somewhere, but I don’t know where to go. The 
Nord-End 51, Schillerstrasse, Pankow, Breitestrasse, 
Schénhauser Allee Depot, Stettin Depot, Potsdam De- 
pot, Nollendorfplatz, Bayrischer Platz, Uhlandstrasse, 
Schmargendorf Depot, Grunewald, hop in. Howdy, here 
I am, they can take me anywhere they please. And Franz 
starts inspecting the city like a dog that has lost a trail. 
What kind of a city is this, anyway, this huge city, and 
what kind of a life, how many lives he has led in it. He 
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gets out at Stettin Depot and then moves along In- 
validenstrasse. Here’s the Rosenthaler Tor. Fabisch’s 
Ready-to-Wear Shop, here’s where I stood, hawking 
tie-holders, last Christmas. He rides out to Tegel on the 
No. 41. The red walls appear, red walls on the left, the 
heavy iron gates, and now Franz grows silent. This is 
part of my life, and I must look at it, look at it. 

The walls are red, and the roadway streams past 
them, car No. 41 rides past, General Pape Strasse, West 
Reinickendorf, Tegel, Borsig, they thunder by. Franz 
Biberkopf stands in front of the red walls, walks across 
the other side where there is a saloon. Then the red 
houses behind the walls begin to shake and tremble, and 
to puff out their cheeks. Convicts line all the windows, 
pushing their heads against the bars, their hair has been 
shaved close, almost to the skull. They look miserable, 
underweight, their faces are gray and scrubby, they roll 
their eyes and lament. There they stand, murderers, 
burglary, theft, forgery, rape; all the crimes of the code 
are there, and they wail with gray faces. There they sit, 
the gray men, and now they’ve twisted my Mieze’s neck. 

Franz Biberkopf roams around the giant prison; it 
goes on trembling and shaking and calling to him, across 
the fields, to the wood, back again to the tree-lined street. 

Then he is in the street with the trees. I didn’t kill 
Mieze. I didn’t do it. I ain’t got nothing to do here. 
That’s all over. I ain’t got nothing to do with Tegel any 
more, I don’t know how all this came about. 

Now it is six in the evening and Franz says, I want to 
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go to Mieze. I must go to the cemetery, where they 
buried her. 

The five criminals, the sparrows, are with him again. 
They sit up there on a telegraph post and scream down: 
Go to her, you scoundrel, have you the courage, ain’t you 
ashamed to go to her? She called to you when she lay 
there in the hollow. Go and see her in the cemetery! 


For the Repose of our Dead. In Berlin, in 1927, there 
died 48,742 persons, excluding infants born dead. 

4570 deaths from tuberculosis, 6443 from cancer, 
5656 from heart-disease, 4818 from vascular diseases, 
5140 from apoplexy, 2419 from pneumonia, 961 from 
whooping cough, 562 children died of diphtheria, 123 
of scarlet fever, 93 of the measles, 3640 deaths of chil- 
dren at the breast. There were 42,696 births. 

The dead lie in the cemetery, in their garden plots, 
the guardian walks by with his stick, prodding scraps of 
paper. 

It is half past six and still quite light; on her grave 
in front of a beech tree is seated a very young woman in 
a fur coat, without a hat, her head is bent and she is 
silent. She is wearing black kid gloves, she holds a sheet 
of paper in her hand, a small envelope. Franz reads: 
“T can live no longer. Give my love once more to my 
parents, my darling child. Life is a torture to me. Bieriger 
alone need have me on his conscience. But I hope he will 
go on enjoying life. I was a mere toy for him, and he 
exploited me. He is just a vulgar lout. I came to Berlin 
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only on account of him, he alone made me miserable and 
I became a ruined woman.” 

Franz gives her back the envelope. “Oh my, oh my! 
Is my Mieze here?” Mustn’t be sad, mustn’t be sad. He 
weeps. “Oh my, oh my! where is my little Mieze?” 

There is a grave like a big soft divan, and a learned 
professor is lying on it, he smiles at Franz. “Why are 
you grieved, my friend?” “I wanted to see Mieze. I 
just happened to pass by.” “I’m dead, you see, one mustn’t 
take life too seriously; nor death either. One can make 
everything easier. When I had had enough of it, and 
became ill, what did I do? Do you think I was willing 
to go on lying sick-a-bed till the end? What use would 
that have been? I had them put the morphine bottle 
near me and asked for some music, they were to play the 
piano, jazz, the latest hits. | had them read aloud some- 
thing from Plato, the great Symposium, that’s a beau- 
tiful dialogue, and, unobserved, I injected syringe after 
syringe underneath the sheets. I counted them, three 
times the fatal dose. I heard them banging away merrily, 
and my reader talking of old Socrates, yes, there are wise 
men and some less wise.” 

“Reading aloud, morphine, but where is Mieze?” 

It is terrible, from a tree there hangs a man, and his 
wife stands beside him, wailing, when Franz comes by. 
“Come quickly, cut him down. He will not stay in his 
grave, he’s always climbing the trees and dangling to one 
side.” “Oh God, oh God, and why?” “My Ernst had been 
sick for such a long time, nobody could help him, and 
they didn’t want to send him away, they always said he 
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was pretending. So he went down to the cellar and took 
a nail and a hammer with him. I heard him hammering 
in the cellar and I wondered what he was doing; a good 
thing, I thought, for him to be working and not sitting 
around all the time, maybe he’s building a rabbit-hutch. 
But he didn’t come up that evening. I got afraid and puz- 
zled as to where he could be, are those cellar keys up 
here, they weren’t back in their place. Then the neigh- 
bors went down and fetched the police. He had ham- 
mered a stout nail into the ceiling, though he was quite 
a thin man, but he wanted to make sure, what are you 
looking for, young man? What are you whimpering 
about? Do you want to kill yourself?” 

“No, they killed my girl, and I don’t know if she’s 
lying here.” 

“Well, you had better look for her back there, that’s 
where the new ones are.” 

Now Franz is lying on the path beside an empty grave, 
he cannot shout, but bites into the earth. Mieze, what 
have we done anyway, why did they do that to you? You 
hadn’t done anything, Miezeken. What can I do, why 
don’t they throw me into the grave with you, how long 
is life going to treat me like this? 

He gets up, but he can hardly walk, he rouses himself 
and goes out, staggering along between the rows of 
graves. 

Franz Biberkopf, the gentleman with the stiff arm, gets 
into an automobile outside, which takes him to the Bay- 
rischer Platz. He keeps Eva very, very busy. Eva is busy 
with him all day long and all night long. He does not 
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live and he does not die. Herbert has practically vanished. 

There follow a few days when Franz and Herbert are 
busy chasing Reinhold. Herbert is armed to the teeth 
and listens around everywhere, he’s out to catch Rein- 
hold. Franz does not want to at first, then he, too, feels 
the urge, it’s the last medicine which will serve him in 
this world. 


The Fortress is entirely Surrounded, the last 
Sallies are made, but they are only Feints 


NoveMBER is advancing. Summer has been over for a 
long time. The rain has continued into the autumn. Very 
far away are those weeks when a soft glow lay upon the 
streets and people walked about in light clothes and you 
would have said the women were in chemises. A light 
dress, a tight-fitting hat, that’s what Franz’s girl, Mieze, 
wore, she who once rode out to Freienwalde, and never 
came back again; that was in the summer. The court is in 
session to try Bergmann, the parasite, who preyed on 
the community, a public danger, devoid of scruples. The 
Graf Zeppelin, on a day of low visibility, flies over Ber- 
lin, the stars are bright when it leaves Friedrichshafen 
at 2.17 a.m. To avoid the bad weather, reported in Cen- 
tral Germany, the airship follows a course leading over 
Stuttgart, Darmstadt, Frankfort on the Main, Giessen, 
Kassel, Rathenow. At 8.35 it passes over Nauen, at 8.45 
over Staaken. Shortly before nine o’clock the Zeppelin 
appears above the city, and in spite of the rainy weather, 
the roofs are crowded with sightseers who exultantly ac- 
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claim the airship as it moves to and fro in a loop to the 
east and north of the city. At 9.45 the first landing-rope 
is dropped in Staaken. 

Franz and Herbert scour Berlin together. They are 
nearly always away from home. Franz haunts the shel- 
ters of the Salvation Army, men’s almshouses, and 
watches out as he wanders through the August Shelter 
in Auguststrasse. He is sitting in Dresdener Strasse in 
the Salvation Army hall, where he once went with Rein- 
hold. They sing Hymn No. 66 in the Hymn Book: Say, 
brother, why do you wait? Arise, and hurry to your 
goal! Your Saviour called you long ago, He’d like to 
give peace to your soul. Chorus: Why? Why don’t you 
hurry to your goal, Why? Why don’t you want peace 
in your soul? O brother, don’t you feel in your heart the 
spirit’s living might? Don’t you want salvation from sin? 
Oh, hurry to Jesus in flight! Say, brother, why do you 
wait? Soon death will come and judgment-day too! Oh 
come, while the gate is still open, Jesus’s blood is ready 
to pray for you! 

Franz walks through Frébelstrasse to the public flop- 
house, to the Palme, trying to find Reinhold. He lies 
down on a bunk, today in this one, tomorrow in another, 
hair-cut 10 pfennigs, shave 5, there they sit, get their 
papers in order, shoe and shirt peddlers, hey there, guess 
it’s the first time you been here, no use undressing, or 
you'll be lookin’ for your stuff tomorrow morning, your 
shoes, look here, you’ve got to put each one separate at 
the bottom of the bed, else they’ll steal everything you 
got, even your teeth. Do you want to get tattooed? And 
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rest. Night. Black rest, snoring like a sawmill, I haven’t 
seen him. Keep quiet. Ding, dong, what’s that, prison. 
Thought I was in Tegel. Wake up. A fight over there. 
Let’s get out. Around six o’clock, the girls are over there, 
waiting for their sweethearts, they go into the dives with 
them and gamble away the money they begged. 

Reinhold isn’t there, it’s damned hopeless lookin’ for 
him, he’s probably out chasing a skirt again, Elfriede, 
Emilie, Caroline, Lilli; brown hair, fair hair. 

Each night Eva watches Franz’s drawn features, no 
caresses, not a single kind word, he eats and talks but 
little, just swills liquor and coffee, lies on the sofa with 
her and groans and groans. We can’t find him. “Let 
him go!” “We can’t find him. What?’ll we do, Eva?” 
“You’ve got to stop that, there’s no sense in it, yowll go 
to pieces.” “You don’t know what we’re going to do. 
That—you didn’t go through that, Eva, you don’t under- 
stand it, Herbert understands a little bit. What’ll we do? 
I want to get him, yep, I'd go to church and get down 
on my knees if I could catch him.” 

But all that is unreal. Nothing is real. All this chasing 
after Reinhold is unreal, it’s all a moaning and a terrible 
fear. Now the die is cast for him. He knows how it will 
fall. Everything will reveal its meaning, an unexpected, 
terrible meaning. This game of hide-and-seek won’t last 
long now, my friend. 

He spies around Reinhold’s house, but his eyes avail 
him nothing, he looks around and feels nothing. Many 
people walk past the house and some go in. He has gone 
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in himself, had a look, just because of tararara tara- 
boomdeeay. 

The house bursts into laughter, as it sees him standing 
there. It would like to be able to move in order to col- 
lect its neighbors, so that the crosswise wing and the end 
wings could get a look at him. Here’s a fellow with a wig 
and an artificial arm, a flaming fool, full of liquor, stand- 
ing and jawing away about something. 

“How do you do, lil’ Biberkopf? This is November 
22nd. Still rainy weather. Do you want to catch a cold? 
Wouldn’t you rather go to your beloved saloon and get 
a cognac?” 

“Give him up.” 

“Give in.” 

“Give Reinhold up.” 

“Go out to Wuhlgarten. Your nerves must be on edge.” 

“Give him up.” 

Then Franz Biberkopf works in the house one eve- 
ning, he hides a gasoline can and a bottle. 

“Come out, are you hiding there, you snake, you stink- 
ing dog? You haven’t got the nerve to come out, have 
your” 

The house: “Why are you calling him when he’s not 
here? Why don’t you come in, you might have a look 
around.” 

“T can’t look into all the holes.” 

“Fe isn’t here. Do you think he’d be crazy enough to 
stay here?” 

“Give him up to me. It'll go bad with you otherwise.” 
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“You and your 4t’ll go bad with you.’ Go home, fel- 
low, and get a good sleep, you must be pickled, it’s be- 
cause you don’t eat nothin’.” 

Next morning he arrives there just behind the news- 
woman. 

The street-lamps watch him run and start to rock: 
Fire! Fire! The flame’s crawling higher! 

Smoke, tongues of flame pour from the dormer- 
window, the firemen arrive at seven, but Franz is already 
with Herbert, his fist clenched: “I know nothing and 
you know nothing, needn’t tell me anything. He’ll be 
smoked outa there. Now he can go and look for some- 
thing, yep, I set it on fire.” 

“Aw, he don’t live there any more, you can bet on 
that.” 

“That was his dump all right, and he knows if it burns 
it was me. We’ve smoked him out, you’ll see him march- 
ing up here yet.” “I don’t know, Franzeken.” 

But Reinhold doesn’t appear. Berlin goes on rattling 
and rolling and roaring, there’s nothing in the papers 
about their having caught him, he’s escaped, gone abroad, 
they'll never get him. . 

And Franz stands before Eva, groaning and twist- 
ing his body. “I can’t do a thing, and gotta stand it, 
he can smash me to pieces, he gave that girl the works 
and I’m standing still like a milk-sop. It ain’t fair, it’s 
unjust.” 

“Franz, it can’t be changed.” “I can’t do nothin’, ’m 
finished.” “But why are you finished, Franzeken?” “I 
did what I could, it-ain’t fair, it’s unjust.” 
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The two angels walk beside him, Sarug and Terah are 
their names, and they talk together, Franz stands in the 
crowd, walks in the crowd. He is silent, but they hear 
him, the wild outcry within him. Bulls walk past on raid- 
ing parties, but don’t recognize Franz. Two angels walk 
beside him. 

Why do the two angels walk beside Franz, and what 
child’s game is this, that angels should walk beside a 
man, two angels on Alexanderplatz in Berlin, in 1928, 
beside a former murderer, a burglar, and now a pimp? 
Yes, this tale of Franz Biberkopf, of his hard, true, and 
revealing existence, has now progressed thus far. Every- 
thing is growing clearer and clearer, the more Franz 
Biberkopf rears and rages. We are nearing the point 
where everything will become clear. 

The angels talk beside him, their names are Sarug 
and Terah, and their conversation, while Franz is look- 
ing in Tietz’s show-window, runs as follows: 

“What do you think, Sarug, what would happen if 
we abandoned this fellow, if we let him go his own way 
and be caught?” Sarug: “Fundamentally it would make 
no difference, I think; they will catch him anyhow, that 
is inevitable. He looked towards that red building over 
there and he was right, he will be in there in a couple of 
weeks.” Terah: “So you think we are superfluous?” 
Sarug: “A little, I think—as long as we are forbidden to 
take him away from this present life.” Terah: “You are 
still a child, Sarug, you have seen this present life for a 
couple of thousand years only. If we take this man away 
from the Present, and set him elsewhere, in another ex- 
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istence, will he have accomplished what he could have 
done in the Here and Now? For every thousand beings 
and their lives, you must know, there are seven hun- 
dred, nay, nine hundred failures.” “And what special 
reason is there, Terah, to protect this man, he is a com- 
monplace man, I see no reason to protect him.” “Com- 
monplace, uncommon—what are these? Is the beggar 
‘commonplace’ and the rich man so exceptional? The 
rich man may be a beggar and the beggar rich tomor- 
row. This man is on the brink of a vision. Many have 
reached that stage. But he is also on the point, I tell you, 
of becoming (sentient) You see, Sarug, he who goes 
through much experience, and lives through much, is 
easily inclined towards mere knowledge, and then— 
towards escape, and death. He is no longer interested. 
He has passed along the road of experience and grown 
weary. His journey has outwearied body and soul. Do 
you understand?” “Yes.” 

“But after a man has experienced much and learned 
neither to hold fast, nor to go down, nor to die, but to 
stretch himself, to stretch himself, to feel, not evade 
things, but to stand straight, with a steadfast soul, that 
is something. You don’t know, Sarug, how you came to 
be what you are, what you were, and how it comes about 
that you are walking with me here, protecting other be- 
ings.” “That is true, Terah, I do not know that, my mem- 
ory is all blotted out.” “It will slowly come back to you. 
A man is never strong by himself, through himself, 
alone, unless there is something back of him. Strength 
must be acquired, you do not know how you acquired it, 
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but you stand there and things which destroy others are 
no longer dangerous for you.” “But he does not want me, 
this Biberkopf. You yourself say he wants to shake us 
off.” “Fe’d like to die, Sarug. No man has ever made 
that great step forward, that terrible step, without de- 
siring death. And you are right, that is how most men 
fail.” “So you have hope for this man?” “Yes, because 
he is strong and unimpaired, and because twice already 
he has stood his ground. So let us stay beside him, Te- 
rah, I ask that favor of you.” “Granted.” 


A young doctor, a giant of a man, is sitting before 
Franz. “Good morning, Herr Klemens. You’d better go 
on a trip, this often happens after a death in the family! 
You ought to get a change of air, the whole of Berlin will 
oppress you now, you need another climate. Don’t you 
want to get a little diversion? You are his sister-in-law, 
aren’t you, has he anybody to accompany him?” “I can 
start off alone, if necessary.” “Necessary, I tell you, Herr 
Klemens, that’s the only thing you can do. Just a little 
quiet diversion, something to take your mind off this, yes, 
but not too much of it, otherwise it might have the con- 
trary effect. Always in moderation. There’s still good 
weather everywhere just now. Where would you like to 
go?” Eva: “How about a tonic, Lecithin, wouldn’t that 
be good for him, and then more skep?” “T’1] write it all 
down, wait a minute, Adalin.” “I’ve given him Adalin 
already.” (Don’t want that poison!) “Then you had 
better take Phanodorn, one pill at night, with pepper- 
mint tea. Tea is good, it helps in taking the medicine; and 
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then you might go to the Zoo with him.” “Nope, I’m not 
interested in animals.” “Well, then to the Botanical Gar- 
dens, a little diversion, but not too much.” “Why not 
prescribe some nerve-tonic to strengthen him!” “We 
might give him a little opium to raise his spirits.” “I 
drink already, Doctor.” “No, opium is different. But 
I’ll prescribe Lecithin, it’s a new preparation, the in- 
structions are written on the label. And then you must 
take baths, calming baths, of course, you have a bath- 
room, madame, haven’t you?” “Certainly, Doctor.” 
“Well, you see, that’s the advantage of these new houses. 
That’s why we all say ‘certainly.’ It wasn’t like that in 
my place. I had to have everything installed, had to pay 
a wad of money, and then getting the rooms painted, 
you'd be astonished, if you saw it, that’s what we haven’t 
got here. All right, then, Lecithin and baths, one every 
other morning. And then a masseur should give his 
muscles a good kneading, to give his whole body some 
exercise.” Eva: “That’s right.” “A good massage, you'll 
see, yowre going to feel much freer, Herr Klemens. 
Don’t worry, youll feel all right again. And then, 
travel.” “It’s not easy with him, Doctor.” “Doesn’t mat- 
ter, itll come. Well, then, Herr Klemens, how about 
it?” “Flow about what?” “Don’t let your spirits droop, 
take these things regularly, also this sleeping potion and 
the massage.” “All right, Doctor; good-bye, and I thank 
you for the advice.” 

“Now you got what you wanted, Eva.” “Tl fix up the 
baths, and the nerve-medicine.” “Yes, go ahead.” “And 
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you'll stay upstairs till I get back.” “All right, Eva, all 
righty.” 

Eva puts on her coat and goes downstairs. And a quar- 
ter of an hour later Franz goes, too. 


The Battle begins. We ride to Hell with Trumpets 
and Drums 


Tue battlefield calls, the battlefield! 

We ride to hell with trumpets and drums. This world 
no longer interests us. It can go to hell with everything 
that’s on it and below it and above it. With all its human 
beings, women and men, with all its infernal scoundrels, 
Pll never trust any of ’em again. If I were a little bird, 
I'd take a bag of slush, I’d toss it behind me with both feet 
and away I’d rush. If I were a horse, a dog, a cat, it would 
be best to drop dung on the earth, and then hustle off, 
as quickly as possible. 

There’s nothing happening in the world and I’m not 
itchin’ to get soused again, I might do it, at that, booz- 
ing and boozing and boozing, and then the ole lousy 
show would start all over again. The good Lord created 
the earth, I wonder if a sky-pilot could tell me why. But 
still he Pade it much better than the sky-pilots know, he 
let us piss on the whole damned show, and he gave us 
two hands and a rope to use, to hell with the whole she- 
bang, that’s what we can do, then this hellish racket’s 
all over, happy days, my blessing to you, we ride to hell 
with trumpets and drums. 
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If I could catch Reinhold, my rage would be over, I 
would grab him by the neck and break his neck, and not 
let him live, I’d feel better then, and satisfied, too, that 
would be the right thing to do, and I’d have peace. But 
that dirty rat has given me so much trouble, he made a 
criminal out of me again, he broke my arm, and now he’s 
laughing at me somewhere in Switzerland. Miserable 
as a mangy hound, that’s the way I go running around, 
he can do whatever he wants with me, not a man will 
help me, not even the criminal police, they want to catch 
me, that’s all, was it me who killed Mieze, didn’t that 
crook do it, and he got me in trouble along with him. As 
the proverb says: The pitcher goes to the well until it 
breaks. Pve stood enough, I’ve done enough, I can’t do 
any more. Nobody can deny that I defended myself. 
But what’s too much is too much. Because I can’t kill 
Reinhold, Pll bump myself off. Pll just ride to hell 
with trumpets and drums. 


Who is it standing in Alexanderstrasse, very slowly 
moving one leg after the other? It’s Franz Biberkopf. 
What’s he done? Well, you know all that, don’t you? A 
pimp, a hardened criminal, a poor fool, he’s been beaten, 
and how—he’s in for it now. That cursed fist that beat 
him. That terrible fist that gripped him. The other fists 
hammered at him, but he escaped. A blow fell and the 
red wound gaped. But it healed one day. Franz didn’t 
change and went on his way. Now the fist keeps up the 
fight, it is terrible in its might, it ravages him, body and 
soul, Franz advances with timid steps, he has learned his 
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role: my life no longer belongs to me, I don’t know what 
to set about. Franz Biberkopf is down and out. 


_ It is November, late in the evening, about nine. The 

fellows are idling around in Miinzstrasse, the noise of the 
street-cars and busses and newsvenders is terrific, the 
cops, carrying rubber maces, start out from their sta- 
tions. 

A group of people carrying red flags march along 
Landsberger Strasse: Awake, ye wretched of the 
earth! 

“Mokka fix,’ Alexanderstrasse, excellent peerless 
cigars, well-brewed beer in fine mugs, card-playing is 
strictly prohibited, our guests are requested to watch 
their overcoats, as we are not responsible. Proprietor. 
Breakfast from 6 a. m. to I p. m., 75 pfennigs, one cup 
of coffee, two boiled eggs, bread and butter. 

At the coffee-joint, in Prenzlauer Strasse, they cheer 
and acclaim Franz: “The noble Baron!” They take off 
his wig, he unbuckles his artificial arm, then orders a 
beer, and lays his overcoat across his knee. 

Three men are sitting there with gray faces, and, no 
doubt about it, they’re convicts, probably escaped. 
They’re gabbing away like anything, talking a blue 
streak. 

Well, so I’m thirsty, and I says to myself, why should 
I walk so far, there’s a cellar, Polacks livin’ in it, PIl 
show ’em my sausage and the cigarettes. They don’t ask 
me where I got that stuff from, they buy it, and give me 
the booze. So I leaves everything there, and in the morn- 
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ing I waits till they’re gone and then I slips down to the 
cellar, I got some hooks with me, everything’s still there, 
my sausage and the cigarettes, and I blows. Fine business, 
what d’y say? 

Police-dogs, a lot they kin do. Five of our men flew 
the coop through the wall. I can tell yez exactly how. 
The walls have metal on both sides, sheet-iron, a quarter 
of an inch at least. But those babies bore their way 
through the floor, yep, a cement floor, they dig a hole, 
workin’ at night, of course, and from there under the 
walls. And them police-bunglers come along and say we 
shoulda heard it. Well, we were asleep. How'd we hear 
anything, and why us? 

Laughter and merriment. Oh happy days, oh glori- 
ous days, at our table we sing a roundelay, hip-hip- 
hip-hurray ! 

And later, of course, who’s this comes rolling up? 
Why, it’s our friend, the police sergeant, First Sergeant 
Schwab, he wants to put on a lotta airs, and says he’s 
heard all that day before yesterday, but he was out of 
town, away on duty, on the q.t. When something breaks 
loose, they’ve always been away on the q.t. Another mug, 
me, too, three cigarettes. 

A young girl at the table is combing the hair of a tall 
blond man who sings: “O Sonnenburg, O Sunny Burg.” 
When there comes a pause, he starts off, he has to sing 
something about the sun: 

“O Sonnenburg, O Sonnenburg, how green are all 
your branches! This summer I was twenty-nine, but not 
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in Berlin or Danzig did I serve my time, nor in Kénigs- 
berg, either, where was it anyway? Don’t you know, you 
sap, why, in Sonnenburg, in Sonnenburg. 

“O Sonnenburg, O Sonnenburg, how green are all your 
branches! You’re a model jail all right, where humanity 
rules from morn till night. There they don’t beat you, 
don’t razz you, don’t mistreat you, they don’t make life 
hell for you, there a fellow gets his fill, grub and smokes 
and beer to swill. 

“Fine feathers in the beds, brandy, beer, and cigarettes. 
Say, boy, it’s certainly grand, our guards are devoted to 
us, with heart and with hand, we want to make a present 
of military boots to the officers, you could give us ciga- 
rettes, with heart and with hand, ain’t it grand. Just let 
us booze, with heart and with hand, we’ll let you sell 
your military boots and uniforms left over from the war, 
it’s grand, we won’t have them altered, and you can sell 
em on the spot, we need the kale, for we are just poor 
prisoners in jail. 

“There are a few proud comrades who want to give us 
away, but we’ll break their bones for ’em, so they’d better 
think well before they start to bray, or we’ll properly 
dust ’em up, and sorry will be the day when we’ll bust 
em up. 

“Only the warden is a boob, why—he never noticcs 
nothin’. The other day a fellow came and wanted to in- 
spect the free penitentiary of Sonnenburg, it disagreed 
with him. Why it disagreed with him, why it disagreed 
with him. I'll tell you all about it now. We’re in the 
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saloon together. Two officers are sitting near and while 
we enjoy our booze and beer, who should turn up,—yes, 
who should turn up, yes, who turns up just then? 

“Tt’s, boom, boom, it’s, boom, boom, it’s the Inspector, 
what do you think o’ that? Here’s how, say we, long live 
our li] Inspector, it’s he, long may he stick to the ceiling, 
you see, take a cognac and sit next to me. 

“What does the Inspector say? It’s me, the Inspector, 
boom, boom, make way for the Inspector, I am the In- 
spector, boom, boom, there he is. I’1] have you all locked 
up, convicts and officers, you’ll catch something, when I 
get through with you, when you have to face the music, 
you'll feel blue, boom, boom, there he stands, boom, 
boom, there he is, boom, boom. 

“O Sonnenburg, O Sonnenburg, how green are all your 
branches! We made hell out of his life, till he ran home 
to his wife, and took his revenge on her; boom, boom, 
united they stand, boom, boom, ain’t he grand, boom, 
boom, the Inspector. Oh boy, now don’t you look like a 
fool! ah don’t be angry—just keep cool!” 

Brown pants and a black cloth coat! One of them pulls 
a brown prison coat out of a package. Auction Sale: To 
the Highest Bidder! All goods at sacrifice prices, brown 
sales week, a coat to be had cheap, the price of a cognac. 
Who wants it? Merriment, joy, oh happy days, oh glori- 
ous days. Listen, mate, what’s your sweetheart’s name, 
let’s drink another of the same. Then a pair of canvas 
shoes, familiar with local conditions of prison life, straw- 
soled, suitable for escapes, also a bed-cover. Gee, but you 
shoulda given that back to the old man. 
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The saloon-keeper’s wife comes sneaking in and softly 
closes the door: not so much noise, there are some cus- 
tomers in the front room. One of the men looks towards 
the window. His neighbor laughs: the window’s out of 
the question. When things get hot—look! He puts his 
hand under the table, opens a trap-door below; the cel- 
lar, and then you'd better slip quickly across the other 
courtyard, you don’t have to climb, everything’s smooth 
sailing. But keep your hat on, otherwise they’ll notice 
something. 

An old fellow grumbles: “Nice song you sang there. 
But there are lots of others. Not bad. Know this one?” 
He pulls a piece of paper out of his pocket, it’s letter- 
paper, torn in shreds. Somebody had written on it in an 
unsteady hand: “The Dead Convict.” “But not too sad!” 
“What d’y mean sad? It’s as true as yours.” “Hush-a- 
bye, don’t you cry, when you wake, you'll have a little 
cake.” 


The dead convict. Poor, yet full of youth’s enchant- 
ment, once he walked the righteous highway, sacred 
were to him things noble, mean things he left on the by- 
way. But misfortune’s evil spirit lurked at life’s turn, him 
a-spying, held suspect of evil actions in the law’s nets he 
was lying: (The chase, the pursuit, the damned pursuit, 
them dirty dogs chased me, how they chased me, they 
almost killed me. It goes on and on, a man don’t know 
how to save himself, on and on, on and on, you don’t 
know, you can’t run fast enough, you run as fast as you 
can, but in the end they catch you anyway. Now they’ve 
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got Franz, I guess I’ll give up the game, I’m that far 
gone, well, here’s how, happy days, old boy.) 

All his crying, all his protests, all his rage was idle 
prating, evidence was dead against him, and the chains 
for him were waiting. Though the judges were mistaken 
(the chase, the pursuit, the damned chase), when his 
sentence they had spoken (how those damned hounds 
chased me), what availed his guiltless conscience, since 
his honor’s shield was broken. Man, oh fellow-man, he 
whimpered, why oppress, why ruin me, did I do you in- 
jury? (It goes on, you can’t see your way out. And on 
and on, you run, you can’t run fast enough, you can just 
do the best you can.) 

When from prison walls returning, he came back, with 
outlawed feeling, things were now the same no longer, 
changed, in dust they found him kneeling. To the river’s 
bank he stumbled, but he found the bridge was sundered, 
sick at heart, and full of loathing, back into the night he 
wandered. All refused to still his hunger (the chase, the 
chase, the damned chase), bitterness oppressed him 
starkly, then he yielded to his fury— “Guilty this time,” 
said Life darkly. 

(Guilty, guilty, guilty, ah, that’s it, you have to ba 
you had to be guilty, you ought to be guilty a thousand 
times more!) Such a deed is punished harshly, custom, 
morals have this meaning, to a cell within the prison back 
he wandered, sadly keening. (Franz, hallelujah, you can 
hear. it, doomed to be a thousand times more guilty, a 
thousand times more guilty.) Yes, once more a jump to 
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freedom, murder, robbery, and plunder, and without the 
smallest pity, tear that Beast, Mankind, asunder! He was 
gone, but soon in fetters he came back again. How fleet- 
ing, was his final drunken revel! And “Life” was the 
judges’ greeting. (The chase, the chase, the damned 
chase, he was right, he did the right thing.) 

Now he wailed no more for pity. Let them curse! It 
doesn’t matter! Mute, he bore the yoke upon him, and 
he learned to fawn and flatter. Dully he went at his labors, 
always doing the same thing daily, long his spirit had been 
broken, like a dead man he walked palely. (The chase, 
the chase, the damned chase, they’ve kept on chasing 
me, I’ve always done the best I could, and now I’m down 
and out, but it’s not my fault, what could I do? My 
name’s Franze Biberkopf, and it still is, better watch 
out! ) 

And today his course is ended, with the springtime’s 
golden gleaming, in the sod he’s being lowered, it’s the 
cell of convicts’ dreaming. Now the prison-bell is ringing 
it’s farewell with eerie sadness, to the man who lost his 
bearings and found death in prison madness. (Look out, 
gentlemen, you don’t know Franz Biberkopf as yet, he 
won’t sell himself for anything in the world, when that 
boy has to travel to his grave, he’ll have as many friends 
as he has fingers, friends who’ll have to present him to 
the Good Lord up above and say: First we’ll come and 
then it?ll be Franze’s turn. You needn’t be astonished, 
dear Lord, that he should come with a swell team like 
that, they chased him about so much, with the result that 
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he now arrives in a handsome turn-out. He was so tiny 
on this earth, that now he’s in heaven he’s got to show 
what he is.) 


Around the table they continue to sing and to gossip. 
Franz Biberkopf has been moping all the time, and now 
he feels bright and fresh again. He fixes himself up, ties 
his arm on, lost it in the war, it’s always war with me. 
War never stops as long as you live, the main thing is to 
stand on your own feet. 

Franz stands on the iron step of the coffee-joint, out in 
the street. And it is raining and dripping and pouring, 
it’s dark, there’s lots of activity in Prenzlauer Strasse. A 
mob is standing around in Alexanderstrasse, opposite. 
Cops among them. Franz turns around and goes slowly 
in that direction. 


On Alexanderplatz is Police Headquarters 


Ir 1s twenty past nine. In the lighted courtyard of head- 
quarters a few persons stand talking. They tell each other 
jokes and shift from one foot to the other. A young police 
officer comes up and salutes. “It’s now ten after nine, 
Herr Pilz, did you actually give that order? We need 
the car at nine.” “One of our men has just gone upstairs 
to phone the Alexander Barracks; we ordered the car 
yesterday morning.” A new man arrives: “Yes, they say 
the car started off at five before nine, it must’ve lost its 
way, so they’re sending another.” “Thats it, lost its way, 
and we can just wait.” “Well, I asked them where’s the 
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car? He says: who’s talking? So I says, Secretary Pilz, 
so he says, this is Lieutenant So and So. Then I says to 
him: Well, I’m supposed to find out, it’s the Chief’s 
orders, we asked for the section car yesterday, it’s for a 
raid at nine tonight, the order was given in writing, I’m 
to find out if the written order got there all right. You 
should have heard him, he became polite as the devil 
right away, that lieutenant did, well, of course, every- 
thing’s on the way, there’s been some trouble, and so on.” 

The cars arrive. Some ladies and gentlemen, detec- 
tives, inspectors, policewomen, get into one of them. 
That’s the car in which later on Franz Biberkopf will 
come riding along, among fifty men and women, the an- 
gels will have abandoned him, his expression will be 
different from the one he had, when he left the coffee- 
joint, but the angels will dance, ladies and gentlemen, 
whether you believe or don’t believe, it will certainly 
happen. 

The car with its male and female occupants is on its 
way, it’s not an armored car, albeit a vehicle of combat 
and law, a truck, people sit on benches, and it travels 
across Alexanderplatz between harmless trucks and 
taxis, and the people in the war car all look so comfort- 
ably at ease, it is an undeclared war, they ride in the per- 
formance of their duty, some of them quietly smoke 
their pipes, some of them their cigars, and the ladies ob- 
serve: that gentleman in front must be a newspaper man, 
so everything will be in the papers tomorrow. Con- 
tentedly they ride up Landsberger Strasse to the right, 
they journey towards their goals by a roundabout way, 
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lest the dives should know what’s in the wind. But the 
people walking below get a good look at the car: they 
don’t look very long, it’s rather terrible, rather alarming, 
but it’s quickly over, they’re out to capture criminals, 
dreadful that such things should happen, let’s go to the 
movies. 

The car stops in Rtickerstrasse, the passengers get out 
and go up the street on foot. The little street is empty, 
the raiding party wanders along the pavement, here’s the 
Riicker Bar. 

They occupy the doorway and stand guard in front of 
the entrance; a few take up their position across the way, 
the others enter the place. G’d evenin’. The waiter smiles. 
We know all about that! What’ll you have, gentlemen? 
Thanks, got no time, get your accounts settled, it’s a raid; 
everybody’s to come along to headquarters. Laughter, 
protests, imagine it, don’t get excited, damning and 
swearing, laughter; keep your shirt on, why, I got 
my papers with me, you’re in luck, you'll be back in 
half an hour, that won’t help me any, I gotta work, 
don’t holler so much, Otto, free sightseeing at head- 
quarters, night-illuminations. Hop right in. The car’s 
as full as a sardine can. Somebody sings: Who’s the 
guy rolled the cheese to the station, rolled along 
the cheese, the fresh louse, how dare he do such 
a thing, nobody had paid the custom-house fees for 
the cheese, for the cheese, so the cops got down on it and 
started to frown on it, ’cause they rolled along the cheese 
for which they hadn’t paid the fees. 

The car leaves, Handkerchiefs flutter: who’s the guy 
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rolled the cheese to the station, the cheese, the cheese, 
the cheese? 

Well, that went pretty slick. We'll go on foot. A 
refined-looking gentleman crosses the street and salutes. 
Captain from the local station, the Commissioner? They 
enter a hallway, the others divide up, meeting-place 
Prenzlauer, corner Miinz. 

The Alexander Quelle is full up, it’s Friday, every- 
body who’s had his payday, has come to get a drink or 
two, music, radio, the bulls slide along the bar, the young 
commissioner talks with somebody, the band stops: Raid, 
Criminal Squad, everybody’s to come along to headquar- 
ters. People are sitting around the tables, they laugh and 
don’t let themselves be disturbed, they go on gabbling, 
the waiter continues serving. A girl standing in the aisle 
screams and weeps, between two others: but I left the 
other place and reported myself offa the register, only 
that woman in the new place hasn’t sent my name in yet, 
well, then, you'll simply have to stay overnight, that’s 
nothin’, I won’t go along, I won’t let a cop touch me, 
don’t get yourself all worked up, nobody ever got healthy 
with that. Lemme get out, what d’y mean out, you'll 
get out when it’s your turn, the car’s just left, why not 
get more cars then, now don’t start telling us what we 
ought to do. Waiter, a bottle of champagne to wash my 
feet with. Heh, I gotta go to work, I gotta work at Lau’s, 
he pays me by the hour, well, you’ve got to come along, 
that’s all, I’ve gotta go to my building job, this is an 
attack on liberty, everybody’s got to come along, you'll 
go along, Christ, don’t get so excited, these people gotta 
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make a raid once in a while, that’s all, otherwise they 
wouldn’t know what they were here for. 

Out they go, in droves, traveling back and forth to 
headquarters, the bulls walk to and fro. There’s a noise 
of screams in the Ladies’ Toilet, a virgin is lying on the 
floor, her friend stands over her, what’s that man doing 
in the Ladies’ Toilet? The girl has cramps, can’t you 
see that? The bulls smile, have you got your papers, well, 
all right then, you can stay with her. She goes on scream- 
ing, watch out, when the coast’s clear, shell get up and 
they’ll dance the tango together. I say the first guy that 
touches me gets a hook on the chin, a second would simply 
be violation of a corpse. The place is almost empty. At 
the door a man stands between two cops and roars: I’ve 
been in Manchester, in London, in New York, this never 
happens in a big city, things like this don’t happen in 
Manchester or in London. They trot him off. Off with 
’em, how do you feel, thanks, my regards to poor dead 
Towser. 


At a quarter to eleven, when the raid is nearly over, 
and only a few tables remain occupied in the back where 
the staircase is and in the corner at the side, a man comes 
in, although, as a matter of fact, nobody is supposed to 
come in now. The coppers are energetic and won’t let 
anybody pass; but here and there a girl peeps in through 
the window: Say, Pve got a date, no, young lady, yow’ll 
have to come back at twelve, your sweetheart will be at 
headquarters till then. The old gentleman has been 


watching the rumpus that finally occurs, when the cops 
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use their clubs, because more want to get out than can 
get into the car. Now the car’s gone, things are less 
crowded. The man quietly walks through the door, past 
the two bulls both of whom are looking the other way, 
because some people are trying to get into the place and 
are argufying with the cops. Just at this moment, a squad 
of policemen marches out of the barracks and starts up 
the other side of the street with a lot of hallooing and 
hitching up of belts. The gray-haired man walks through 
the room and asks for a glass of beer at the bar; he gets 
it and goes upstairs where the woman is still yelling 
away in the Ladies’ Toilet. As for the others, the few 
who are left, they laugh and prattle, just as if the whole 
business didn’t concern them. 

The man sits alone at a table, sipping his beer, he looks 
across the room. Then his foot knocks against something 
lying on the floor next to the wall; gee whiz, he reaches 
down, it’s a revolver, somebody got rid of it, not bad, 
now I’ve got two. One on each finger, and if the Good 
Lord asks why, I’ll say: I am traveling with a big turn- 
out, all a fellow didn’t get below, he can get above. 
They’re pulling off a raid here, and they’re right. Some- 
body had a heavy meal at headquarters and so he said: 
Let’s pull off a raid, something’s gotta be done that will 
be headlined in the papers. The higher-ups oughta know 
we’re on the job all right, and then maybe one of those 
chaps wants to get an increase in salary, his wife needs a 
fur coat, and that’s why they nab people and pick out a 
Friday, when the ghost walks. 

He has kept his hat on, his right hand is in his pocket, 
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his left hand also, except when he’s reaching for his beer. 
A bull with a bristle brush on his hunter’s hat, marches 
breezily through the room, everywhere there are empty 
tables, cigarette boxes on the floor, newspapers and choco- 
late wrappers. Everybody get ready now, the last carll 
be here soon. He asks the old gentleman: “Did you pay 
up?” The old man grumbles and looks straight ahead: 
“T jus’ come in.” “Well, you didn’t have to dp that, but 
you gotta come along.” “Jus’ leave that to me.” The bull, 
a sturdy, square-shouldered fellow, studies him from 
above, queer the way the man stares into space, he prob- 
ably wants to start trouble. He does not say a word, but 
walks slowly downstairs through the room, and just then 
the sparkling eyes of the old man strike him, say, but he’s 
got funny eyes, that one, there’s something wrong with 
that chap. He walks to the door where the others are 
standing, and they whisper together, then they all walk 
out. A few minutes later the door opens. The bulls are 
coming back. Now for the rest of you, get out, everybody 
come along! The waiter laughs: “Next time you might 
take me along, too. I'd like to get a look at your she- 
bang up there.” “Oh, well, in another hour you’ll be busy 
again, don’t worry. There’s already a few outside, just 
come back from the first car-load, they want to get in.” 

“Outside, sir, you gotta come along.” He means me. 
When you've a sweetheart true, who has given her heart 
to you, you don’t ask her when and how, if only she’ll 
kiss you now. 

The gentleman does not get excited: “Heh, there, got 
cotton in your ears? I tell you, you’ve gotta get up.” You 
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were sent me by the spring, my sweet, for until I came to 
know you, all my art was incomplete. Just let some more 
of ’em come along, one isn’t nearly enough, there are 
five horses to my turn-out. 

Three cops are already waiting on the stairs, the first 
comes up and then the bulls walk through the room. The 
tall young commissioner leads them, they’re in a hurry. 
They’ve chased me enough, I did all I could, am Ia 
human being or not? 

Then he pulls his left hand out of his pocket, and, 
without rising from his seat, fires at the first cop who is 
about to rush furiously at him. Bang, we have settled all 
our accounts on earth, now we’ll go riding to hell with 
trumpets, to hell with trumpets and drums. 

The man staggers to one side. Franz gets up and wants 
to move towards the wall: the pack of them rush from 
the door into the room. That’s nice, hop in, babies. He 
raises his arm, there’s someone behind him, Franz thrusts 
him aside with his shoulder, and just then a blow crashes 
on his hand, another blow in his face, a blow on his hat, 
another on his arm. My arm, my arm, I’ve only got one 
arm and they’re gonna smash my arm to bits, what’ll I 
do, theyll kill me, first Mieze, then me. It’s no use, 
it’s no use, nothin’s any use. 

And he sinks down beside the railing. 

Before he can shoot again, Franz Biberkopf has sunk 
down beside the railing. He has given up the game, he 
has cursed his life, surrendered his arms. There he lies. 

The bulls and the coppers shove the tables and chairs 
aside and kneel beside him; they turn him over on his 
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back, the man has an artificial arm, two revolvers, where 
are his papers, wait a minute, why, he’s wearing a wig. 
Franz Biberkopf opens his eyes as they tear at his hair. 
Then they shake him, pull him up by the shoulders and 
set him straight, he can stand all right, he’ll have to, 
they put his hat on. Outside they’re all sitting in the car, 
Franz Biberkopf is being led through the door with a 
handcuff on his left wrist. There’s a lot of noise in Miinz- 
strasse, a mob, a shot was fired inside, look out, there he 
comes, that was him. They have already sent the 
wounded policeman away in an automobile. 


This, then, is the car in which at half-past nine the com- 
missioners, criminal police, and female officers, left 
headquarters, now they are starting back, Franz Biber- 
kopf’s in the car, his angels have left him, as I have 
already reported. In the lighted courtyard at headquar- 
ters the load is discharged. The prisoners walk up a little 
stairway in the back to a long, wide hallway, the women 
are put in separate rooms, and those who are discharged, 
their papers having been found in order, have to pass 
through the line of bulls, who examine everybody’s 
chest, pants, right down to their shoes; the men laugh, 
there’s a racket going on, a lot of cursing is heard in the 
corridor, the young commissioner and his officers walk 
back and forth, pacifying them, gotta be patient. The 
coppers are posted at the doors, no one can go to the 
toilet unaccompanied. 

Inside officials in civilian clothes sit at their tables ques- 
tioning the prisoners. They look at their papers, if they 
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have any, then they write on a big sheet of paper: Place 
of Occurrence, District Court Area, Where arrested, Po- 
lice Station, 4th Precinct. What’s your name? Details of 
Arrest. When were you arrested last? Why not take me 
first, I gotta go to work. Chief of Police, Section 4, Ar- 
rested in the forenoon, afternoon, evening: Christian 
name, surname, calling or vocation, birthday, month, 
year, where born, no address, was unable to give an ad- 
dress, his statement re address proved false after in- 
quiries made in the district. You’ll have to wait till your 
station has answered, it doesn’t go that fast, they’ve only 
got two hands, and, moreover, they’ve had people be- 
fore who gave an address of some kind, it seemed O.K., 
there was somebody living there by the same name, only 
when you went there, it was somebody else, he simply 
had the other fellow’s papers, hooked them from him, or 
he was his friend, or some other crooked game. Inquiries 
at the registry office for warrants of arrest, his gray card 
taken away, no gray card. Documents to be filed with the 
police report, exhibits concerning this or other misde- 
meanors, objects with which the suspect might injure 
himself or others, personal property, cane, umbrella, 
knife, revolver, brass knuckles. 

They bring Franz Biberkopf in. It’s all over with 
Franz Biberkopf. They have nabbed him. They lead him 
in, handcuffed. His head is hanging on his chest. They 
are going to question him downstairs, in the room of the 
commissioner on duty. But the man does not talk, he is 
rigid, he often touches his face, his right eye 1s swollen 
from the blow with the rubber mace. He quickly lets 
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his arm drop, at which he gets a few more whacks. 

Downstairs, across the dark courtyard, those who have 
been released wander toward the street, arm-in-arm with 
the girls they wend their way across the lighted court- 
yard. When you've a sweetheart true, who’s given her 
heart to you, and so here we go, here we go, marching 
along, from one beer-saloon to the other, singing a song. 
I testify to the accuracy of the above statement, the signa- 
ture has been taken, name and service number of the offi- 
cer who seized the exhibit. To the District Court, Berlin 
Center, Section 151, Examining Judge 1 a. 

At last Franz Biberkopf is introduced and held in cus- 
tody. This man fired a shot during a raid in the Alexan- 
der Quelle, he has also committed other offenses pun- 
ishable under the criminal code. They found him 
stretched out in the Alexander Quelle and half an hour 
later discovered that—in addition to eight other men 
wanted by the authorities, as well as the inevitable es- 
caped reformatory inmates—the police had made an ex- 
ceptionally good catch. As for the man who had fallen 
after the shooting, he had an artificial right arm and 
wore a gray wig. From this and from his photograph 
(which was in the records) they quickly established the 
fact that the disguised man was Franz Biberkopf who 
had been connected with the murder of the prostitute, 
Emilie Parsunke, in Freienwalde, and who had previ- 
ously been convicted of manslaughter and procuration. 

For some time he had neglected to make the pre- 
scribed police registrations; well, we have caught one of 
them, we’ll soon get the other one too. 

572 


NINTH BOOK 


Now Franz Biberkopf’s earthly journey is ended. 
It is now time for him to be crushed outright. 
He falls into the hands of the dark power called 
death, and that, it seems to him, is a fitting place 
to stay. But he learns what this power thinks of 
him, in a way he did not expect, which surpasses 
everything he has met with up till now. 

They settle accounts. He is enlightened con- 
cerning his ignorance, his pride, his every blunder. 
And then our old Franz Biberkopf breaks down, 
his whole life goes asunder. 

The man’s broken up. But a new Biberkopf 
will now be shown, superior to the man we've 
known, and of whom we may expect that he’ll 
make a better job of things. 


Reinhold’s Black Wednesday, but this Chapter 
may be Skipped 


As THE police surmised: “Well, we’ve caught one of 
them, we’ll soon get the other one too,” so it turns out. 
Only not quite the way they anticipate. They think they’ll 
catch him soon. But—they have him already, he’s visited 
the same red headquarters, passed through other rooms 
and hands, and is now in Moabit. 

With Reinhold things move quickly and he’s made a 
definite end of it. The boy doesn’t like a lot of watching 
and waiting. Don’t we remember how he once acted 
towards Franz? Hardly had Reinhold known what the 
other was up to, when he knocked him down. 

One evening Reinhold starts out for Motzstrasse, and 
he says to himself: those murder posters announcing that 
reward have been put up all over town, I gotta pull a job 
and get myself caught with false papers, snatching a hand- 
bag or something. Jail’s the safest place when things 
begin to get hot. All this works according to schedule, 
except that he hands the fine lady a bit too vigorous a 
crack in the jaw. But what’s the odds, thinks Reinhold, 
the main thing is, I must make myself scarce. So at head- 
quarters they take his false papers from him, he’s Moro- 
skiewicz, a Polish pickpocket, off with him to Moabit. 
They don’t notice at headquarters whom it is they have 
caught, the lad has never been in the coop before, and 
then who could remember by heart the description of 
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every criminal? And very silently his trial proceeds, se- 
cretly, quietly and silently, just the way he had slipped 
through headquarters. But since he is a pickpocket, 
wanted by the Polish police, and this crook dares go out 
on the streets in a smart neighborhood and knock people 
down, snatching a lady’s handbag, why, it’s unheard of, 
we aren’t in Russian Poland, after all, what did you think 
you were up to anyway, this should be an object lesson, 
so he gets four years in prison with five years’ loss 
of citizenship, parole, and that sort of thing. His brass 
knuckles are confiscated. The defendant bears the cost 
of the trial, there’s ten minutes’ recess, the room is over- 
heated, please open the window in the meantime, have 
you anything else to say? 

Reinhold, of course, has nothing to say, he reserves 
the right to a second trial, he’s glad they talked to him 
that way, nothing can happen to him. So two days later 
everything is over, everything, everything. And we’re 
out of the woods. All that damned bunk with Mieze and 
that jackass Biberkopf, but I didn’t get into trouble, I 
did what I wanted, hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah. 

Things have reached this point, when they catch 
Franz and take him to headquarters; the real murderer, 
Reinhold, is kept in Brandenburg, and nobody thinks 
about him, and he’s drowned and forgotten, the world can 
go hang, they won’t find him so easy here, don’t you 
worry. No remorse tortures him, and if things had gone 
the way he expected them to go, he would still be sitting 
there today, or have escaped while being removed to 
another prison. 
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But such is life, the silliest proverbs prove to be true, 
and when a man thinks, now it’s all right, it’s not all 
right by a long shot. Man proposes, God disposes, and 
there’s always that last straw to break the camel’s back. 
How they catch Reinhold, and how he soon will have 
to travel a hard and cruel road—all this I shall now re- 
late. But if any of my readers is not interested, let him 
simply skip the next few pages. All I have reported in 
this book, Alexanderplatz, Berlin, about Franz Biber- 
kopf’s fate is true, and you may read it twice or three 
times and learn it by heart; it contains a truth which 
can be grasped. But now Reinhold is through playing his 
role. Since, however, he represents that cold force which 
nothing in life can change, I will tell you about that force 
in its last bitter struggle. You will see him, hard and 
stone-like, right up to the last, unmoved, his life goes on 
—whereas Franz Biberkopf bends, and at last, like an 
element struck by certain rays, is transmuted into an- 
other element. Oh, it’s easy to say we’re all human be- 
ings. If there is a God—not only do we differ before him 
as regards our malevolence or kindness, we all have dif- 
ferent natures and different lives, in kind, in origin, in 
future and destiny we are all different. Listen now to 
what finally happened to Reinhold. 


It happens that Reinhold has to work in Branden- 
burg Prison with a man in the mat-weaving department 
who is also a Pole, but a real one, and he’s a real pick- 
pocket, too, a very clever one who knows Moroskiewicz. 
He hears the name Moroskiewicz, why, I know him, 
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where is he; then he sees Reinhold and says to himself, 
gee whiz, he’s certainly changed, it’s unbelievable. So 
then he acts as if he hadn’t spotted anything and didn’t 
know him, but one day he sidles up to Reinhold in the 
toilet where they are smoking away and gives him half 
a cigarette and talks to him; and it turns out that he 
doesn’t know any Polish at all. Reinhold isn’t pleased 
about this Polish conversation and gets himself trans- 
ferred from the weaving department, and, because he 
sometimes shams weakness, the foreman takes him on as 
helper in the cell division where the others can’t get 
near him. But Dluga, the Pole, keeps at it. Reinhold 
shouts from cell to cell: Finished work outside! When 
they are standing with the foreman near Dluga’s cell 
and the foreman is just about to count the mats, Dluga 
whispers to Reinhold that he knows a fellow named 
Moroskiewicz from Warsaw, he’s a pickpocket, are you 
any relation of his? Reinhold gets frightened, slips the 
Pole a small package of tobacco, and moves away. Fin- 
ished work outside! The Pole is pleased about the to- 
bacco, there’s something in this for him, he starts to 
blackmail Reinhold, for that feller’s always got money 
from somewhere. 

This business threatens to become terribly dangerous 
for Reinhold, but this time he is still in luck. He parries 
the blow. He spreads the news that his countryman 
Dluga wants to squeal, he knows something about him. 
And right in the middle of recess, there develops a big 
row. Reinhold joins the others in giving the Pole a ter- 
rible clouting. For this he’s given a week’s isolation cell, 
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with bedding and warm meals only every third day. 
Then he gets out and finds everything calm and tame as 
usual. 

But then our Reinhold gets into trouble all by him- 
self. Throughout his life the janes had brought him either 
evil days or good days. Now love is about to break his 
neck, That business with Dluga has caused him a lot of 
excitement, and he is raging because he has to sit around 
here all the time and let a goof like that get his goat. A 
fellow has no fun here, none at all, and it’s lonesome, the 
whole thing is getting more and more on his nerves each 
week. He goes on like that for a time, he’d like to kill 
that fellow Dluga; then he gets to know a young chap, 
a burglar, who is here in Brandenburg for the first time, 
and is to be discharged in March. They first come to- 
gether through tobacco-smuggling and calling Dluga all 
kinds of names, then they become true and loyal friends 
in a way Reinhold had never known before, and even if 
it’s not a dame, but just a youngster, it’s very nice, and 
Reinhold is now very happy in the Brandenburg Prison. 
So this damned affair with Dluga has brought me some- 
thing after all. Only it’s too bad the boy’s got to leave so 
soon. 

“Pve gotta wear this black cap and this brown coat 
for a long time to come, and while I’m cooped up here, 
where will you be, my little Konrad?” Konrad is the 
lad’s name, or rather that’s what he says, he hails from 
Mecklenburg, and has the talent to become a big crimi- 
nal. One of the two men with whom he had pulled a few 
jobs in Pomerania is here with ten years to do. One black 
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Wednesday, the evening before Konrad’s discharge, the 
two are together again in the dormitory, and Reinhold 
almost kills himself worrying because he’s gonna be all 
alone again now and has nobody—but there’! be some- 
body all right—don’t you worry, Reinhold, you'll soon 
get an outside job at Werder or somewhere else—but 
Reinhold can’t pull himself together, he just can’t, can’t, 
no, sir, he just can’t understand why things went so 
wrong with him, that damned bitch Mieze and that block- 
head Franz Biberkopf, what are they to me, those boobs, 
those boneheads, I might be outside now playing the 
big boy, here there’s nothin’ but a lot of poor nuts who'll 
never get any farther. Then Reinhold almost has a fit 
and whimpers and wails and begs Konrad, you gotta 
take me along with you, you gotta take me along. Kon- 
rad consoles him as best he can, but it won’t do, it’s no 
use advising anybody to make a breakaway. 

Through one of the polishers they get a small bottle 
of distilled alcohol from the carpenter-shop. Konrad 
gives Reinhold the bottle, they both take a nip. It’s im- 
possible to escape, two did it yesterday, or rather tried 
to do it, but one of them only got as far as Neuendorfer 
Strasse and tried to hop on a truck, when a patrol got: 
him, the fellow has bled a lot from those damned pieces: 
of glass they put on top of the wall, they had to take him 
to the hospital, who knows if his hands will ever get 
well again. As for the other, well, he was cleverer, all 
he did was to take a look at the glass, and off he went 
back into the courtyard. 

“Nope, there’s nothin’ to this makin’ a break, Rein- 
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hold.” The latter is quite contrite and soft, he’s got to 
stay here four years, and all on account of that fool 
business in Motzstrasse, and on account of that sow Mieze 
and that jackass, Franz. He sips some of the carpenter’s 
alcohol and feels better, they’ve laid their things out, the 
knife on top of the bundles, closing-time, the lock’s 
turned twice, the bolt’s drawn, the beds are made. They 
whisper together, sitting on Konrad’s bed, it’s Rein- 
hold’s melancholy hour: “I'll tell you where to go in 
Berlin. When you get out, you go see my girl, who 
knows whose girl she is now, I'll give you her address 
and then lemme know, get me? And also find out what’s 
happened about that case I was tellin’ you about, y’know, 
this fellow Dluga smelled somethin’. I knew a feller in 
Berlin once, a real dumbbell, his name was Biberkopf, 
Franz Biberkopf—” 

And so he whispers and tells stories and clings to Kon- 
rad who listens with his ears wide open, he just keeps 
on saying yes, and soon he will know everything. He has 
to help Reinhold get to bed, because Reinhold is weeping 
with rage and desolation and anger at his fate and feels 
he’s caught in a trap. It doesn’t help him when Konrad 
says, what’s four years anyway? Reinhold can’t, he simply 
can’t, he just can’t stand the gaff, he can’t go on like this, 
it’s a regular prison fit he has. 

That’s Black Wednesday. On Friday Konrad is with | 
Reinhold’s girl in Berlin. He gets a cordial reception, 
tells her a lot of stories, and gets money from her, too. 
That’s Friday. On Monday it’s all up with Reinhold. 
Konrad meets a friend in Seestrasse with whom he had 
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once been in a reformatory, and who is now out of a job. 
Konrad starts boasting as to how things are going with © 
him, pays for him in the beer-saloon, and they go with 
some girls to the movies. Konrad tells terrible stories 
about Brandenburg; after they got rid of the gals, they sit 
half the night in his friend’s room, and that’s the night 
before Tuesday, when Konrad tells who Reinhold is. 
Moroskiewicz is just an assumed name, and he’s a fine fel- 
ler, you won’t find the likes of him outside so easy, they’re » 
looking for him on a serious charge. Who knows how 
much reward there is on his head. He’s hardly said that 
when he knows he’s done a stupid thing, but the friend 
promises on his word of honor not to say anything, of 
course, we’ll keep mum about it, and Konrad gives him 
10 marks on top of that. 

Then Tuesday comes around, and this friend is stand- 
ing on the ground floor at Police Headquarters, scan- 
ning the posters to see if it’s true, who’s wanted by the 
police, if Reinhold, that’s his name, is really on the list, 
and if a reward has been promised, and if Konrad has not 
been humbugging him perhaps. 

He’s fairly knocked out of his senses and can’t believe 
his eyes when he reads the name, that’s it, by God, mur- 
der of a prostitute, Parsunke, in Freienwalde, his name’s 
actually there, wonder if it’s really him, by God, why, it’s 
a thousand reward, a thousand marks, wow! That fetches 
him, the thousand marks. So off he goes and comes back 
with his girl-friend that same afternoon; she says she’d 
met Konrad and he asked for him, yes, he smells a rat, 
what’ll we do, what’ll we do? Gee, why hesitate about 
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it, is that man a murderer or isn’t he? What’s that to 
you? I wouldn’t bother about Konrad, you’ll never meet 
him again, and then how would he know it’s you, all that 
money, imagine it, a thousand marks, you go and get 
the dole and yet you hesitate about a thousand marks. 
“Wonder if it’s really him.” “Well, come on, let’s 
goin.” 

Inside, he makes a clear statement to the officer on 
duty of all he knows about Moroskiewicz, Reinhold, 
Brandenburg, etc., but he won’t say how he found out 
about it. Since he has no papers, he and his girl-friend 
have to stay there for the time being. Then—every- 
thing’s fine. 

As Konrad rides out to Brandenburg on Saturday to 
visit Reinhold, carrying all kinds of things to give him, 
from Reinhold’s girl and from Pums, he sees a paper 
lying on the floor of the car, it’s an old paper dating from 
Thursday evening and on the first page it says: “Capture 
of the Freienwalde Murderer. In Prison Under Alias.” 
The train rattles under Konrad, the tracks stretch on 
and on, and the train rattles. What’s the date of this 
paper, what is it? Lokalanzeiger, Thursday evening. 

So they got him. He’s been taken to Berlin. I did that. 

Women and love have brought luck, good and bad, to 
Reinhold all his life, and that’s how in the end they 
brought him disaster as well. He was taken to Berlin, act- 
ing like a madman. A little more, and they would have 
rushed him to the same asylum in which his former 
friend Biberkopf is confined. After calming down in 
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_ Moabit, he waits to see how his trial will shape up} what 
will develop from that quarter, to wit, Franz Biberkopf, 
his accomplice or instigator, but so far nobody knows any- 
thing at all about what’s to become of him. 


Buch Insane Asylum, Detention Ward 


In THE lock-up of the panoptical building at headquar- 
ters it is at first suspected that Franz Biberkopf is flying 
a kite, as it were, that he is shamming madness, because 
he knows his bean is at stake. But then the doctor has a 
good look at the prisoner and orders his removal to 
Moabit Hospital. They can’t get a word out of him, it 
looks as if the man were really crazy, he lies there quite 
rigid or just blinks his eyes a bit. Having refused to eat 
for a few days, he is taken to the Buch Insane Asylum, 
where they place him in the detention ward. At any rate, 
that’s the thing to do, the fellow has to be kept under ob- 
servation, that’s certain. 

They first put Franz in the observation ward, because 
he was always lying around without a stitch on and didn’t 
cover himself up; he even kept tearing off his shirt which 
was the only sign of life Franz Biberkopf gave for a few 
weeks. He kept his eyes shut tight all the time, lay per- 
fectly stiff refusing all food so that they had to feed him 
forcibly; he lived for weeks on milk and eggs and a bit 
of cognac. The strong man grew so wasted that one guard 
alone could easily carry him to the bathtub. Franz greatly 
enjoyed his bath and while he was in it, even uttered 
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sometimes a few words, opened his mouth, sighed or 
groaned, although nobody was able to make anything 
out of these sounds. 

The Buch Asylum lies somewhat away from the vil- 
lage; the detention ward is detached from the dwellings 
of those who are only sick and have not committed a 
crime. The detention ward lies in an open lot out on the 
level plain; wind and snow, cold and rain, day and night, 
beset the house with might and main. There are no streets 
to hold up the elements, only a few trees and bushes, and 
a few telegraph wires, otherwise there is only rain and 
snow, wind and cold, day and night. 

Boom, zoom, the wind stretches his chest, draws in 
his breath, then he exhales as if he were a barrel, each 
breath heavy as a mountain, the mountain approaches, 
and crash—it rolls against the house. Rumbling of basses. 
Boom, zoom, the trees sway, they can’t keep time, they’re 
swaying right, they’re swaying left, and now he knocks 
them down. Falling weights, hammering air, a rattle and 
a roar, and a crash, boom, zoom. I’m yourn, come on, 
we’ll soon be there, boom, night, night. 

Franz hears the calls. Boom, zoom, they do not aon 
can’t they be quiet for a while? The guard sits at his 
table, reading, I can see him, he won’t let this howling 
outside disturb him. Pve been lying here a long time. 
The chase, the damned chase, they have chased me helter- 
skelter, my arms and legs are broken, my neck’s smashed 
and broken. Boom, zoom, let it whimper, I’ve been ly- 
ing here a long time, I won’t get up, Franz Biberkopf 
won’t get up again. And even if the Doomsday bugles 
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should blow, Franz Biberkopf won’t get up again. Let 
them shout all they want, let them bring up their old 
feeding-tube, now they’re even pushing it down my nose 
because I won’t open my mouth, but don’t worry, Dll 
starve to death all right, what can they do with their 
medicine, they can do anything they like. Tripe, a lotta 
damned tripe, but all that’s behind me. Now the guard 
is drinking his glass of beer, all that’s behind me, too. 


Boom, crash, zoom, crash, boom, a battering ram, 
zoom, a knock at the door. Rushing and whirling and 
crushing and skirling, the Powers of Storm get together 
and hold their conference, it is night and they set about 
awakening Franz, not that they want to break his limbs, 
but the walls are so thick, he cannot hear what they call; 
but if he were nearer them, outside, he would feel them 
and hear Mieze crying. Then his heart would open up, 
his conscience would be awakened, and he would arise 
and everything would be all right. Now, however, they 
don’t know what to do. When a man takes a hatchet and 
slashes the solid wood, even the oldest tree begins to 
scream. But this rigid lying around, this self-effacement, 
this self-abasement before disaster, that’s the worst thing 
in the world. We must not give up, either we’ll break 
into the detention ward with our battering ram and smash 
the windows, or we’ll raise the tiles on the roof; when he 
feels us, when he hears our screaming, Mieze’s scream- 
ing, which we are bringing along with us, he will live 
again and know better what’s up. We must put fear into 
him, we must frighten him, until he has no peace left 
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in his bed, and then, how are we going to raise the cover- 
let, blast him to the floor, whirl the guard’s book and 
beer from the table. Boom, zoom, how am I going to 
overturn his lamp, I’ll kick the bulb down, maybe there’ll 
be a short-circuit in the house, maybe there’ll be a fire, 
boom, zoom, a fire in the madhouse, a fire in the deten- 
tion ward. 

Franz blocks his ears and stiffens up. Around the de- 
tention ward fair weather and rain follow each other 
day and night. 


A girl from the village stands by the wall talking toa 
guard: “Can you see I’ve been crying?” “No, only one 
of your cheeks is a bit swollen.” “My whole head, the 
back of my skull, everything, I tell you.” She starts 
crying and takes her handkerchief from out of her bag. 
Her face has a sour expression. “What’s more, I didn’t 
do anything at all. I was told to go to the baker’s and 
fetch something. I happened to know the young lady 
there, so I asked her what she was doing, and she says 
I’m going to the bakers’ ball today. A person can’t sit 
at home all the time, in this bad weather. She had an ex- 
tra ticket and wanted to take me along. Don’t cost me 
anything. That was nice of her, wasn’t it?” “Why, yes.” 
“But then you should hear my parents, my mother, I 
shouldn’t go. But why not, isn’t it a respectable ball? 
And then a girl would like a bit of fun, too, sometimes. 
What do I get out of life? No, I can’t go, the weather’s 
too bad, and father’s sick. But I said, Pll go anyway. 
Then I got such a beating, is that nice?” She is crying 
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again and stares into space. “The whole back of my head 
hurts. And my mother says, now are you going to do us 
this favor and stay at home. That’s going a little bit far, 
don’t you think so? Why shouldn’t I go out, I’m twenty 
years old now, Mother says you can go on Saturday and 
Sunday, well, then, why not on Thursday, because she’s 
got the tickets anyway.” “I can give you a handkerchief 
that long, if you want to.” “Oh, DPve used up six so far, 
crying so hard; and then I got a cold on top of it, crying 
all day long like this, and what'll I tell the young lady, 
why, I can’t go to the store with that swollen cheek I 
just want to go away, get a change of air; you know about 
your friend Sepp, [ve written him, it’s all over between 
us, he hasn’t answered, it’s all over now.” “Leave that 
fellow alone, you can see him in town every Wednesday 
with another girl on the string.” “I like him a lot. That’s 
why I want to run away.” 


An old man with a whisky-nose sits down on Franz’s 
bed. “Heh, fellow, open them eyes of yours, you might 
listen to me a minute. I’m in the same boat as you are. 
Home Sweet Home, you know what that means for me: 
under the sod. When I’m not at home, I wanta be under 
the sod. The microcephalics want to make a troglodyte 
outa me, a cave-dweller. That’s the cave they want me 
to live in. Y’know what a troglodyte is, don’t you, that’s 
us, awake, you wretched of the earth, doomed to starve, 
poor fallen victims of the fight in your holy love of man- 
kind, you gave up your all for the people, life, liberty, 
and happiness. That’s us, old boy. In his luxurious man- 
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sions the despot feasts, drowning his unrest in wine; but 
a hand has already been writing the menacing signs upon 
his sumptuous board. I’m an autodidact, I am, everything 
I learned I learned by myself, from the jail, the detention 
ward, and now they lock me up here, they’re putting the 
people under tutelage, I’m too dangerous for society. 
You bet I am. I’m a freethinker, yes, sir, look at me, 
I’m the most peaceful man in the world, except when 
they get me excited. A time will come when the people 
will awake, strong and mighty and free, so rest in peace, 
my brothers, immense is the sacrifice you have made. 

“Listen, brother, open them lamps of yours, I wanta 
know if you’re listening to me—that’s all right, you 
needn’t do more than that. I won’t give you away—what 
’dja do, didja take one of them tyrants for a ride, death 
to you all, executioners and despots, sing ho. You're ly- 
ing around here, y’know, and me, I can’t sleep all night 
long, there’s always that noise outside, boom, boom, 
don’t you hear it too? One of these nights they’ll be 
knocking down the whole shebang. They’re right. Last 
night I figured out, I was doing it all night, how many 
revolutions the earth makes around the sun in a second, 
I calculate and I calculate, I think it’s 28, and then I get 
a notion my old woman’s sleeping beside me and I wake 
her up and she says: Don’t get excited, darlin’, but it was 
only a dream. 

“They locked me up ’cause I drink, but when I drink 
I get in a rage, I tell ye, but only at myself, and then I 
gotta knock everything into smithereens, everything that 
comes my way, simply because I’m not able to control 

588 


my will. So one day I goes to the office about my pension 
and they’re all sitting around in the room, those lazy 
boobs, sucking their penholders and thinking they’re our 
Lords and Masters. I comes in, I opens that door with 
a bang and starts talkin’, and then they say what do you 
want here, who are you, anyway? Down goes my fist 
on their table: I don’t wanta talk to you, whom have 
I the honor of addressing, my name’s Schégel, please 
give me the telephone book, I want to call up the gov- 
ernor. So I smashed up the whole place, and two of them 
birds had to bite the dust, I tell ye.” 


Boom, crash, zoom, crash, boom, a battering ram, 
zoom, a hammering at the door. Bashing and crashing, 
crackling and smashing. Who is this lying fool, Franz 
Biberkopf, this crying mule, this sighing ghoul, he’d like 
to wait here till it snows, then, he thinks, we’re gone and 
won’t come back again. Wonder what he’s thinking about, 
a feller like that can’t be thinking a great deal, he’s got 
water on the brain, he wants to lie around here and act 
like a mule. But never mind, we’ll make things hot for 
him, we have bones made of iron, crash door, look out, 
smash door, hole in the door, crack in the door, look out, 
no door, just an empty hole, a gaping hole, boom, zoom, 
watch out, boom, zoom. 

There is a clatter. A clatter invades the storm, a clat- 
tering sound is audible through all its mumbling and 
rumbling, a woman upon a scarlet beast turns around. 
She has seven heads and ten horns. She cackles, holding 
a glass in her hand, she sneers, she lies in wait for Franz, 
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she lifts her glass to the Powers of Storm: cluck, cluck, 
pipe down, gentlemen, the feller is not much good, you 
won't be able to do much with that man, why, he’s only 
got one arm, there’s no flesh or fat on him, he’ll soon be 
a stiff, they’re beginning to put hot-water bottles in his 
bed, and I have his blood, he has only a wee bit left, he 
can’t go bragging around with that any more. Shush, I 
tell you, gentlemen, pipe down. 

This happens right before Franz’s eyes. The whore 
moves her seven heads, cackles and nods. The beast plants 
its feet beneath her, lolling its head. 


Grape-Sugar and Camphor Syringes, but in the 
end Somebody Else takes a Hand in it 


Franz Biperxopr fights with the doctors. He can’t tear 
the tube away from them, he can’t pull it out of his nose, 
they pour oil on the rubber, and the tube slides down 
his throat and down his gullet, then milk and eggs flow 
down into his stomach. But after the feeding Franz starts 
to retch and to vomit. That’s troublesome and painful, 
but it works, even if they tie a fellow’s hands so that he 
can’t stick his fingers in his throat. A man can vomit every- 
thing he wants, and we’ll see who has the strongest will, 
they or I, and if anybody is going to coerce me in this 
damned world. I’m not here for doctors to experiment 
on me, and, anyway, they don’t know what’s wrong 
with me. 
So Franz persists and grows weaker and weaker. They 
try all kinds of methods with him, they try to persuade 
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him, they feel his pulse, they raise and lower him, they 
give him caffeine and camphor injections, they squirt 
grape-sugar and common salt into his veins, the prospects 
of his intestinal canal are discussed at his bedside, maybe 
we ought to make him inhale an extra amount of oxygen, 
he can’t get rid of the mask. He asks himself why are 
those gentlemen, those big doctors worryin’ about me all 
the time? A hundred men die in Berlin every day, and 
when a man’s sick, the doctor only comes if he gets a 
lotta money. Now they all come rushing up, but they 
don’t do it, because they want to help. They don’t care a 
rap about me today, no more than they did yesterday, but 
maybe I’m an interesting case for ’em, and that’s why 
they get so mad about me, because they can’t do anything 
with me. And they don’t want anybody to get away with 
it, not on your life, it’s against the rules of the house here 
for somebody to die, it’s against the discipline of the 
institution. If I croak, they may get a calling down, and 
then they wanta put me up for trial on account of Mieze 
and so on and [ve gotta be on my feet first, why, they’re 
hangman’s assistants, that’s all, not even hangmen, just 
assistants to the hangman, his beaters, and then they walk 
around in a doctor’s blouse and they ain’t ashamed, either. 

There’s a lot of sneering and whispering going on 
among the prisoners in the detention ward, after the 
doctor has made his round again, and Franz is lying just 
as before; they’ve gone to a lot of trouble with him, al- 
ways new injections, next time theyll make him stand 
on his head, now they’re starting to talk about blood- 
transfusion for him, but where are they goin’ to get the 
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blood from, there ain’t nobody here as dumb as all that, 
lettin’ ’em tap his blood, why not leave the poor feller 
alone, a man’s will is his Paradise, and what a man wants, 
well, that’s what he wants. The whole house is only in- 
terested to know what kind of injection our Franz is 
goin’ to get today, and they laugh behind the doctor’s 
back, for what’s the use, they won’t get anywhere with 
that feller, he’s hard-boiled all right, he’s hard as nails, 
he’ll show ’em a thing or two, he knows what he wants. 


The doctors put on their white blouses in the 
consultation-room, the Head Doctor, an assistant, two 
volunteers, and an interne, they all say it’s a case of 
stupor. The younger gentlemen have opinions of their 
own about this case: they are inclined to consider Franz 
Biberkopf’s trouble as psychogenic, that is, his rigidity 
derives from the soul, it is a pathological condition of 
inhibitions and constraint which would be cleared up by 
an analysis (perhaps it emanates from earlier psychic 
levels) if—the big If, a most regrettable If, it’s too 
bad, a most irritating If—if only Franz Biberkopf would 
talk and sit down with them at the conference table to 
liquidate the conflict with them. The younger gentlemen 
envisage a Locarno with Franz Biberkopf. These younger 
gentlemen, the two volunteers and the interne, go, one 
by one, to the little ward, after the morning inspection 
and again in the afternoon, and visit Franz; each of 
them tries to start a conversation with him as best he 
can. They experiment, for instance, with the device of 
pretending nothing’s wrong, and talk to him as if he were 
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listening to everything, and that’s all right, and as if 
they could coax him out of his isolation and break down 
his blockade. 

But it doesn’t work so well. One of the volunteers, 
therefore, insists on fetching an electrolytic machine from 
the ward across the way, and on galvanizing Franz Biber- 
kopf, that is, the upper part of his body; and after that 
he directs the galvanic current particularly to the region 
of the jaws, throat, and palate. That’s the region, he 
says, which needs special stimulation and excitation. 

The older doctors are alive and full of worldly knowl- 
edge; they like to take a little constitutional by walking 
to the detention ward from time to time. They let a 
lot of things pass. The Head Doctor sits at his table in 
the consultation-room examining the documents which 
the head attendant hands him from the left side; the 
young generation, consisting of the interne and one of 
the assistants, is standing near the barred window chatting 
back and forth. The list of soporifics has been checked, 
the new attendant has been presented and has left the 
room with the head attendant, the gentlemen are alone 
and glance through the minutes of the last congress in 
Baden-Baden. The Head Doctor says: “They'll soon 
believe that paralysis is a psychic condition and that 
spirochetes are nothing but lice that happen to be in the 
brain. The soul, the soul—it’s simply sentimental modern 
gush. Medicine soaring on the wings of Song.” 

The two gentlemen are silent, smiling inwardly. The 
older generation talks a lot, after a certain age a calaum 
deposit begins to form in the brain and nothing new is 
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learnt. The Head Doctor puffs away, goes on signing 
papers, and continues: 

“You see, electricity is all right, anyhow it’s better 
than all that bunk. But suppose you use a weak current, 
that wouldn’t help at all. And if you use a strong one, 
well, then yow’ll get the surprise of your life. We found 
out about it in the war, with that high-tension treatment. 
We can’t allow that, it’s modern torture.” The two young 
gentlemen take heart and ask what’s to be done in the 
Biberkopf case. “We need, first of all, a diagnosis, and, 
if possible, the right one. In addition to that indisputable 
soul—you see, we still know our daddy Goethe and 
Chamisso, even if it’s some time since we read them— 
there are such things as bleeding at the nose, corns, and 
broken legs. They must be treated as a decent broken 
leg or corn demand from a doctor. You may do what- 
ever you please about the broken leg, but it won’t be 
cured merely by talking, and piano-playing won’t cure 
it either. What it wants is to be put in a plaster cast with 
the bones properly set, and that’ll fix it up. In the same 
way, a corn wants swabbing, or just a better pair of shoes. 
The latter cost more, but they’re more practical.” The 
wisdom of pension privileges, intellectual content: zero. 
“Well, what’s to be done about this Biberkopf case, 
what’s the Chief’s opinion?” “Make the right diagnosis. 
Which, according to my naturally somewhat old- 
fashioned diagnostics, is called in this case: Catatonic 
stupor. Unless, of course, there is a serious organic con- 
dition back of it, such as tumor of the brain or something 
in the middle-brain, you remember what we learned 
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during the epidemic of the so-called Spanish influenza, 
at least what we older men learned. We may perhaps 
find something sensational in the operating-room, it 
wouldn’t be the first time.” “Catatonic stupor?’? He 
ought to buy himself a pair of new shoes, that one. “Yes, 
this rigidity of his, his fits of perspiration, that periodic 
twitching of the eyes, he observes us intently, but won’t 
talk or eat, all that looks like catatonic trouble. A 
malingerer, or a psychogenic case, flops out of his réle 
in the end, but starve, he’ll never go that far.” “And 
what’s to be done for a man with such a diagnosis, Doctor, 
that alone won’t help him a great deal.” Now we’ve got 
him up a tree. The Chief laughs heartily and gets up. 
He steps to the window and slaps the assistant’s shoul- 
der: “Well, in the first place, he’ll get out of both your 
clutches, my dear fellow. At least he can take a quiet 
snooze. That’s an advantage for him. Don’t you think 
that in the end he gets a bit bored with all the prayers 
you and your colleague recite over him? As a matter of 
fact, do you know what I am going to base my iron 
diagnosis on? You see, I’ve got it. Why, man alive, he 
would have made a grab for it long ago, if his trouble 
had been your so-called soul. When a confirmed jail-bird 
such as he is sees for himself that here are two young 
gentlemen who, of course, know only a lot of rubbish 
about him—excuse me, we’re talking between us—and 
they want to do some prayer-healing with him, well, take 
it from me, a chap like that has been looking for you all 
his life. That’s what fills his bill. And then what does 
he do, may have been doing all along? You see, suppos- 
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ing this fellow has sense and a bit of cunning—” Now 
the blind chicken thinks it’s found a grain at last. How it 
cackles and cackles! “But he’s inhibited, Chief, in our view 
it is a repression, conditioned by a psychic crisis, a loss of 
contact with reality, due to disappointments, failures, then 
infantile and instinctive demands on reality and a fruit- 
less attempt to re-establish contact.” “Psychic crisis be 
damned! In that case he would have other psychic mo- 
ments. He’d give up those repressions and inhibitions. 
He’s handing them to you as a Christmas present. In a 
week he’ll be up and about with your assistance, good 
Lord, you really are a master-healer, bravo for the new 
therapy, you can send a telegram of congratulations to 
Freud in Vienna, a week later the lad is walking in the 
corridor thanks to your assistance, a miracle, a miracle, 
hallelujah; in another week he’ll know all about the 
courtyard, and in another week, he’lI be, hallelujah, hoo- 
ray, skedaddling and away, thanks to your benevolent 
assistance.” “I don’t understand, we ought to try it some- 
time, I don’t agree with you, Chief.” (I know every- 
thing, you know nothing, cluck, cluck, we know 
everything.) “But that’s the way I see it. You'll find out. 
It’s a question of experience. All right, now don’t go 
torturing the fellow, you can believe me, it’s no use.” 
(Pll have to go across to House 9, these smart-alecks, 
nearer my God to thee, what time is it anyway? ) 


Franz Biberkopf is now unconscious and drifting in 
space. He is very pale, jaundiced, water swelling at his 
joints, starvation sickness, he smells of hunger, of sweet- 
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ish acetone; people entering the room notice at once that 
something queer is happening there. 

Franz’s soul has reached a deep stratum, and con- 
sciousness is present only at intervals. The gray mice who 
live up in the store-room understand him, so do the little 
squirrels and the field-rabbits leaping outside. The mice 
sit in their holes, between the detention ward and the big 
central Buch building. Something flutters from out of 
Franz’s soul, it roams and searches, sputtering and ques- 
tioning, it is blind and returns to its tenement which lies 
still breathing on the bed behind the wall. 

The mice invite Franz to join them at their meals and 
not to be sad. What is it makes him sad, they ask. Then 
it develops that it is not easy for him to talk. They urge 
him on, why not make a complete end of it all? Man is 
a hideous beast: the enemy of enemies, the most loath- 
some creature on earth, far worse even than the cats. 

He says: It is not good to be living in a human body. 
I'd rather cower under the earth or run across the fields 
and eat whatever I can find, and the wind blows and rain 
falls and the cold days come and go, that’s better than 
living in a human body. 

The mice scamper about, and now Franz is a field- 
mouse, and digs along with them. 

In the detention ward he lies in bed, the doctors come 
and keep his body nourished, but meanwhile he grows 
paler and paler. Now they themselves admit it: he cannot 
be sustained any longer. All that was animal in him is 
wandering in the fields. 

Now there slips away from him something that gropes 
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and searches and makes itself free, something that he has 
felt within himself before, although rarely and dimly. 
It swims away across the mouse-holes, delving into the 
grass, groping in the earth, where the plants hide their 
roots and seeds. Something is talking with them, they are 
able to understand it, there is a blowing back and forth, 
a patter, as if the seeds were falling on the ground. 
Franz’s soul is giving its seed-germs back to the earth. 
But it is a bad season, cold and frost-bound, who knows 
how many will be fruitful, although there is much space 
in the fields, and Franz has many seeds in him, each day 
he blows out of the house and scatters more seed-germs. 


Death sing his slow, slow Song 


TuE Powers of Storm are silent now, another song has 
started, they all know the song and him who sings it. 
When he lifts up his voice, they are always silent, even 
those who on earth happen to be the most impetuous. 

Death has begun his slow, slow song, and he sings it 
like a stammerer, repeating each word; when he has 
finished singing a verse, he repeats the first before he 
starts anew. His song is like the hiss of a saw. Quite 
slowly the saw ascends and then plunges down into the 
flesh, shrilling louder, clearer and higher, till it comes 
to the end of a note, and rests. Then it withdraws, slowly, 
slowly, hissing, higher and clearer grows the note, it 
shrills, and then it plunges into the flesh once more. 

Slowly Death is singing. 

“It is time for me to appear beside you, for the seeds 
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are already flying out of the window and you shake your 
winding-sheet as if you would never lie down again. I am 
not a mere mower, nor a mere sower, I have to be here 
because it is my duty to preserve. Oh, yes, oh, yes, oh, 
yes.” 

Oh, yes, this is the word Death speaks at the end of 
each stanza. And when he makes a strong movement, he 
also sings, oh, yes, because that pleases him. But those 
who hear it close their eyes, they cannot bear it. 

Slowly, slowly, Death is singing and evil Babylon lis- 
tens to him, the Powers of Storm listen to him. 

“Here I stand and here I must record: He who lies 
here and offers up his life and his body is Franz Biber- 
kopf. Wherever he may happen to be, he knows where he 
is going and what he wants.” 

That certainly is a beautiful song. Franz hears it and 
wonders what it means: Death is singing? If it were 
printed in a book, or read aloud, it would be rather like 
poetry, Schubert composed such songs, Death and the 
Maiden, but what about it? 

I only want to tell the honest truth, the honest truth, 
which is: Franz Biberkopf hears Death, this Death, hears 
him slowly singing, singing like a stutterer, repeating 
himself over and over again like a saw cutting through 
wood. 

“Franz Biberkopf, I have to record that you are lying 
here and that you want to come to me. Yes, you were 
right, Franz, in coming to me. How can a man prosper 
if he does not seek Death? Death, true and real. You pre- 
served yourself all your life. To preserve, to preserve— 
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that is man’s terrible desire, and thus it stays in one spot, 
and it can’t go on that way. 

“T spoke with you for the first time when Liiders de- 
ceived you, you started drinking and—preserved your- 
self! Your arm broke, your life was in danger, Franz, 
confess, at no moment did you think of Death, I sent you 
everything, but you did not recognize me, and when you 
divined me, you ran away from me, growing more des- 
perate and more frightened. It never entered your head 
to blame yourself and everything you had undertaken. 
You clung to force with might and main, and the spasm 
continues to reign, and it’s no use, you realized it your- 
self, no use whatever, the moment comes, and vain is all 
endeavor. Death does not sing a gentle song for you, nor 
does he place a strangling necklace around your throat. 
I am life and truest strength, and now at last, at last, you 
will preserve yourself no longer.” 

“What? what! what do you want from me, what do 
you want to do with me?” 

“I am life and truest strength, my strength is stronger 
than the biggest guns of war, and you don’t want to live 
quietly anywhere before me. You want to experience 
yourself, to test yourself; without me life can mean noth- 
ing to you. Come, Franz, draw nearer, that you may 
really see me, look, in how deep an abyss you lie, but I 
will show you a ladder, and you will find a new outlook. 
You will climb up towards me now, I’ll hold the ladder 
for you, although you have only one arm, catch hold, 
Franz, your foothold is firm, catch hold, climb up, come.” 
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“T can’t see a ladder in the dark, where is it, and I 
can’t climb up with that one arm of mine.” 

“You don’t climb with your arm, you climb with your 
legs.” 

“I can’t grasp anything, there’s no sense in what you 
ask me to do.” 

_ “Tt?s because you don’t want to come nearer me. All 
right then, Pll make a light for you and you’! find your 
way.” 

Then Death takes his right arm from behind his back, 
and now it becomes clear why he had concealed it behind 
his back. 

“Tf you lack the courage to come to me in the dark, I 
shall make light for you, crawl nearer.” 

And a luminous hatchet flashes through the air, it 
flashes and is extinguished. 

“Crawl nearer, nearer.” 

He swings the hatchet, and as he swings it up from 
behind his head, forward and farther forward in an arc, 
following the circle which his arm describes, the hatchet 
seems to whirl from his hand. But already his hand is 
rising again from behind his head and it swings another 
hatchet. It flashes, falls, guillotines ina half circle through 
the air before him, it strikes, it strikes, and another one 
whizzes up already, then another one whizzes up, and 
another. 

Swing up, fall down, hack in, swing up, crash down, 
hack in, swing, fall, hack, swing fall hack, swing hack, 
swing hack. 
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And in the flash of the light, while the hatchet swings 
and flashes and hacks away, Franz creeps and gropes for 
the ladder; he screams and screams. Franz screams. But 
he does not crawl back. Franz screams. Death is here. 

Franz screams. 

Franz screams, creeps forward, screams. 

He screams all night long. He got in motion, did 
Franz. 

He screams into the day. 

He screams into the forenoon. 

Swing fall hack. 

Screams into noon. 

Screams into the afternoon. 

Swing fall hack. 

Swing, hack, hack, swing, swing hack, hack, hack. 

Swing, hack. 

Screams into the evening, into the evening. Night 
comes. 

Screams on into the night, Franz screams into the 
night. 

His body continues to thrust itself forward. One piece 
after the other is struck from his body on the block. His 
body automatically thrusts itself forward, it must press 
forward, he cannot help it. The blade whirls in the air, 
flashes and falls. Inch by inch he is hacked into pieces. 
And beyond, beyond those inches his body is not dead, 
it thrusts itself forward, slowly forward, but nothing 
falls, everything goes on living. 

People from the outside walk past his bed, stand at 
his bed and raise his eyelids to see if the reflexes are still 

602 


active. They feel his pulse, which is no more than a 
thread, and they hear nothing of all his outcry. They 
only see that Franz has opened his mouth, they think 
he is thirsty, and they cautiously pour a few drops into it, 
let’s hope he won’t vomit again, a good thing his teeth 
aren’t clenched any more. How on earth does a man 
manage to keep alive that long? 

“I am suffering. I am suffering.” 

“It is well that you are suffering. There is nothing 
better than suffering for you.” 

“Oh, do not let me suffer. Make an end of it.” 

“Tt is useless to do that. The end is near.” 

“Make an end of it. It lies in your hands to do so.” 

“T have only a hatchet in my hand. Everything else 
lies in your hand.” 

‘What have I in my hand? Make an end of it.” 

Now the voice changes entirely and grows to a roar. 

Rage immeasurable, rage uncontrolled, insensate rage, 
wholly immeasurable, ravening rage. 

“So it has come to this, that I stand here and talk with 
you. That I stand here like a knacker or an executioner 
and choke you like a venomous, snapping beast. I called 
you again and again, and you take me for a mere talking- 
machine, a phonograph to turn on, whenever you please, 
then I have to call you, and when you have enough, you 
simply stop the record. That’s what you take me for, or 
that’s whatcha take me for. Go ahead and take me for it, 
but I tell you you are wrong.” 

“What did I do, heh? Haven’t I taken enough trouble 
about it? I don’t know nobody else who had things hap- 
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pen to ’im like I did, such wretched, miserable things.” 

“You were never there, you dirty louse, you. I ain’t 
never seen Franz Biberkopf in my life. When I sent 
you Liiders, you didn’t open your eyes, you went down 
like a house o” cards, and then you got boozed up and 
you went swiggin’ away, swiggin’ nothing but liquor and 
again liquor.” 

“I wanted to be a decent man, and that guy put one 
over on me.” 

“You didn’t open your eyes, you poor fool! You curse 
and swear about crooks and their doin’s, but you never 
look at people, and you don’t ask about the how and why. 
What a fine judge o’ men you are, where are your eyes? 
You’ve been blind, and pretty cocky at that, turning your 
nose up at the world, Herr Franz Biberkopf of Swank- 
ville, asking the world to be exactly like you’d like to be. 
It’s different, m’boy, and now you notice it. It don’t 
worry about you. When Reinhold grabbed you and 
kicked you under the car, your arm was run over, but did 
our Franz Biberkopf collapse then? Lying under the 
wheels he swore: I’m goin’ to be strong! He didn’t say, 
not he: let’s think a minute, pull yourself together, old 
fellow. No, sir, he said: I want to be strong. And you 
didn’t want to notice that I was talking to you. But now 
yow’re listening to me.” 

“What d’y mean ‘notice’?” 

“And finally Mieze—Franz, shame, shame on you. 
Say it. Shame, come on, yell: Shame!” 

“T can’t. I don’t know why I should.” 

“Yell shame! She came to you, a lovely girl, pro- 
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tected you and was happy with you, and you, what did 
you care about a human being, a flower-like human being; 
why, you go and brag about her to Reinhold. The greatest 
feelin’ we ever had. But you, all you wanted was to be 
strong. It gave you pleasure to fence with Reinhold, and 
to show your superiority, and then you went and got him 
excited about her. Now think it over, isn’t it your fault 
she’s dead? And you didn’t shed a tear over her, the girl 
who died for you, just for you. 

“A lotta palaver from you about ‘I’ and ‘I, and ‘the 
wrong I’m suffering, and what a noble man I am, how 
fine I am, and nobody wants to let me show what kind 
of a guy I am. Say shame. Yell shame!” 

“How do I know?” 

“You’ve lost the war, young man. It’s all over with 
you, my son. You can chase yourself. Let ’em put you 
away with the moths. I’ve struck you off my list, and you 
can howl and whine as long as you like. You’re a rotten 
specimen all right. Got a heart and a head and eyes and 
ears and he thinks it’s a good thing to be decent, what 
he calls decent, but he sees nothing, hears nothing, and 
goes on living like a fool, unaware of anything people 
might do for him.” 

“Well, what, what do you want a feller to do?” 

Death is roaring now: “Nothin’, I’m tellin’ you, don’t 
talk rubbish to me. You got no bean, no ears. Why, you're 
not even born yet, you never saw the light of day. An 
abortion with hallucinations. Our Pope Biberkopf, he 
had to be born with cocky ideas, just to show us the way 
things are. The world needs fellows that are different 
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from you, brighter ones who are a bit less cocky and can 
see how things actually are—not just made of sugar, but 
of sugar and dirt, and the whole caboodle mixed up. Out 
with your heart, you fool, and have done with you! Pll 
throw it into the dirt where it belongs. You can keep 
your big mouth for yourself.” 

“Wait a minute. Lemme think. Just a bit. Just for a 
little while.” 

“Out with your heart, you fool!” 

“Just for a little while.” 

“Or Pll get it myself, damn you.” 

“Just for a little while.” 


Now Franz hears Death’s slow Song 


Licutwnine, lightning, lightning, the lightning light- 
ning stops. Hacking falling hacking, the hacking falling 
hacking stops. It is the second night that Franz has 
screamed. The falling hacking stops. He no longer 
screams. The lightning stops. His eyes blink. He lies 
rigid. This is a room, a hall, people are moving about. 
You mustn’t pinch your mouth like that. They pour 
warm stuff down his throat. No lightning. No hacking. 
Walls. A little while, just a little while, and then what? 
He shuts his eyes. 

When Franz has shut his eyes, he starts doing some- 
thing. You can’t see what he’s doing; you just think he’s 
lying there, perhaps he’ll soon be a goner, the man 
doesn’t move a muscle. He calls and moves and roams 
about. He is calling together all that is his. He walks — 
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through the windows, across the fields, he shakes the 
grass and creeps into the mouse-holes. Get out, get out, 
what’s in here, is there anything of me here? He fumbles 
in the grass: Outside, you bums, what’s all this yapping 
about, it don’t mean anything. I need you, I can’t give 
any of you a furlough, there’s lots of things to be done 
here, let’s be gay, I need every one of you. 

They pour broth down his throat, he swallows it and 
does not vomit. He doesn’t want to vomit, he doesn’t like 
to vomit. 


Franz has Death’s word in his mouth and nobody is 
going to tear it away from him, he turns it around in his 
mouth, it is a stone made of stone, and no nourishment 
comes out of it. At this stage many people have died. 
There was no Farther in life for them. They did not 
know that they had to suffer only one more pain to ad- 
vance beyond that, only a little step was needed to get 
farther, but they could not take this step. They did not 
know it, it did not come quickly, or not quickly enough, 
there was a faintness, a spasm that lasted for minutes, 
for seconds, and already they had passed over there 
where their names were no longer Karl, Wilhelm, Minna, 
or Franziska—satiated, darkly satiated, red-flaming in 
rage and the palsy of despair, they had slept their way 
across. They did not know they had but to flame up 
whitely and then they would have become soft and all 
things would have been new. 

So let it come—the night, however black and nothing- 
like it be! So let them come, the black night, those frost- 
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covered acres, the hard frozen roads. So let them come: 
the lonely, tile-roofed houses whence gleams a reddish 
light; so let them come: the shivering wanderers, the 
drivers on the farm wagons traveling to town with vege- 
tables and the little horses in front. The great, flat, silent 
plains crossed by suburban trains and expresses which 
throw white light into the darkness on either side of them. 
So let them come—the men in the station, the little girl’s 
farewell to her parents, she’s traveling with two older ac- 
quaintances, going across the big water, we’ve got our 
tickets, but good Lord, what a little girl, eh, but she’ll 
get used to it over there, if she’s a good little girl it’ be 
all right. So let them come and be absorbed: the cities 
which lie along the same line, Breslau, Liegnitz, Sommer- 
feld, Guben, Frankfort on the Oder, Berlin, the train 
passes through them from station to station, from the 
stations emerge the cities, the cities with their big and 
little streets. Berlin with Schweidnitzer Strasse, with the 
Grosse Ring of the Kaiser-Wilhelm Strasse, Kurfiirsten- 
damm, and everywhere are homes in which people are 
warming themselves, looking at each other with loving 
eyes, or sitting coldly next to each other; dirty dumps and 
dives where a man is playing the piano. Say, kiddo, that’s 
old stuff, you’d think there was nothing new in 1928, how 
about “TI kiss your hand, Madame,” or “Ramona.” 

So let them come: the autos, the taxis, you know how 
many you have sat in, how they rattled, you were alone, 
or else somebody sat next to you, or maybe two. License 
Number 20147. 
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A loaf is put in the oven. 

It is an open-air oven near a farm-house, back of it 
lies a field, it looks like a little heap of tiles. The women 
have sawed a lot of wood and gathered dry twigs, which 
they have heaped beside the oven, and now they are 
stuffing it in. One of them walks across the courtyard 
carrying big molds containing the dough. A young man 
quickly opens the door of the oven, it glows inside, it 
glows and glows, a tremendous heat, they shove the tins 
in with poles, the bread will rise there and the water 
will evaporate; the dough will turn brown. 

Franz is sitting half up. He has swallowed and now 
he is waiting; almost everything that was running around 
outside is back with him again. He trembles, what was 
it Death had said? He ought to know what Death had 
said. The door opens. Now it will come. The curtain’s 
up. I know him. It’s Liiders. I have been expecting 
him. 

So they come in, awaited with trembling. What can 
be the matter with Liiders? Franz has made a sign and 
they thought he had difficulty in breathing, because he 
was lying flat, but he just wants to lie a bit higher and 
straighter. For they are coming now. He is lying high. 
Go ahead. 

One by one they come. Liiders, he’s a miserable cuss, 
such a funny little man. Let’s see what’s the matter with 
him. He walks upstairs peddling shoe-laces. Yes, that’s 
what we did. A fellow goes to the dogs in his rags, still 
the same old outfit left over from the war, Makko shoe- 
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laces, I just wanted to ask you, Ma’am, can’t you let me 
have a cup o’ coffee, what about your husband, probably 
died in the war; claps his hat on. All right now, hand 
over the change! That’s Liiders, he was with me. The 
woman’s face is flaming red, but one cheek’s snow-white, 
she fumbles in her pocketbook, she squeals and topples 
over. He digs around among kitchen things. A lotta 
chicken-feed, let’s hustle off, or she’ll start screamin’. 
Through the hallway, slam that door, downstairs. Yes, 
he did it. Hooks something. Hooks a lot. They give me 
the letter, it’s from her, what’s happening to me now, 
suddenly my legs are hacked off, my legs hacked off, but 
why, I can’t get up. Do you want a cognac, Biberkopf, 
probably a death in the family, yes, oh why, just why, 
why are my legs hacked off, I don’t know. Gotta ask 
him, gotta talk to him. Listen, Liiders, good mornin’, 
Liiders, how are you, not well, me neither, come here a 
minute, sit down on that chair, now don’t go away, did I 
do anything to you, don’t go away. 

Let them come. Let them come, the black night, the 
autos, the hard frozen roads, the little girl’s farewell from 
her parents, she’s traveling with a man and a woman, 
she’ll get used to it over there, got to stay nice and good, 
and it’ll be all right. Let them come! 

Reinhold, here’s Reinhold. Ugh! the bastard! So 
here you are, what d’you want here, d’you wanta play 
the big gazook with me, no rain will ever wash you 
clean, you crook, you murderer, you big scoundrel, take 
that pipe out of your mug when you talk to me. It’s a 
good thing you came, I missed you, come on, you dirty 
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louse, haven’t they caught you yet, you with your blue 
overcoat on? Look out, they’ll nab you in that outfit. 
“Who are you, Franz?” Me, you crook? Not a mur- 
derer, you know who you murdered? “And who showed 
me the girl, and who didn’t look out for the girl, and 
I gotta lie under the bed-cover, you fathead you, who 
was it?” But you needn’t have killed her for that. “What 
of it, didn’t you nearly beat her black and blue yourself? 
And then how about a certain other woman we’ve heard 
about, she lived in Landsberger Allee; she didn’t get to 
the cemetery all by herself, did she? Well, what about 
it? Now you got nothin’ to say, what has Herr Franz 
Biberkopf, our big-mouth by profession, to say now!” 
You kicked me under the car, you let em run over my 
arm. “Hah, hah, well, you can get one made of card- 
board. If you’re jackass enough to take up with me!” A 
jackass? “Well, don’t you realize you’re a jackass? Now 
youre in Buch playing the wild man from Borneo, but 
TP’m doin’ well: who’s a jackass now?” 

There he goes, and hell-fire flashes from his eyes, horns 
grow out of his head, and he yells: Why don’t you fight 
with me, come on, show what you are, Franzeken, Franze- 
ken Biberkopf, dear little Biberkopf, ha, ha! Franz 
presses his eyelids together. I shouldn’t have started 
anything with him, I shouldn’t have fought him. Why 
did I fall for that so hard? 

“Come on, Franzeken, let’s see who you are! Have 
you got any strength?” 

I shouldn’t have fought. He’s teasin’ me, he’s still 
teasin’? me, makin’ me mad, my God, he’s a dog. I 
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shouldn’a done it. I can’t do anything against him, I 
shouldn’a done it. 

“You gotta have strength, Franz.” 

I should’na had any strength, not against him. Now I 
see it, it was all wrong. A fine mess I made of things! 
Away, away with him! 

He doesn’t go. 

Away, away with—! 

Franz screams and twists his hands: I must see some- 
body else, nobody else is coming, why does he stay on? 

“T know it, you don’t want none o’ me. I don’t taste 
nice. But somebody else is comin’ right away.” 

Then let him come. Let them come, the great, flat, 
silent plains, the lonely tiled houses whence gleams a 
reddish light, cities which lie along the same line, Frank- 
fort on the Oder, Guben, Sommerfeld, Liegnitz, Breslau, 
from the stations the cities emerge, cities with their big 
and their little streets. Then let them come: the cabs 
driving along, the rushing, gliding automobiles. 

Reinhold leaves. Then he stands there once more 
flashing a look at Franz. “Well, who is the strong man? 
Who won, Franzeken?” 

Franz trembles: Not me, and I know it. 

Then let them come. 

Somebody else is coming right away. 

Franz draws himself up still higher, he has clenched 
his fists. 


A loaf to be put in the oven, a giant oven. The heat is 
terrific and the oven crackles, 
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Ida! Now he’s gone. Thank God, Ida, you’ve come. 
He was the biggest crook the world has ever seen, Ida, 
it’s a good thing you’ve come. He made me mad and 
got me excited, what do you think of that? I’ve had a 
lotta trouble and now I’m here, you know where that 
is, Buch, the Insane Asylum, under observation or maybe 
Tm already crazy. Come on, Ida, don’t turn your back 
on me. What’s she doin’? She’s standin’ in the kitchen. 
Yes, the girl’s standin’ in the kitchen pottering about, 
probably wiping the plates. But why does she keep on 
crumplin’ up like that, her side is crumplin’ up as if she 
had sciatica, as if somebody was kickin’ her in the ribs. 
Don’t kick her, you fool, that’s inhuman, stop that, oh 
my, oh my, who’s that beatin’ her, she can’t stand up 
any more, stand up straight, girlie, turn around, look at 
me, who’s beatin’ you so terribly? 

“You, Franz, it was you who struck me dead.” 

Nope, nope, it wasn’t me, look it up in the Court 
Records, it was only mayhem, it wasn’t my fault. Don’t 
say that, Ida. 

“Yes, you killed me, look out, Franz.” 

He screams, no, no, he clenches his hands and puts 
his arm before his eyes, but he can see it nevertheless. 

Then let it come. Let them come: the travelers, the 
strangers with potato-sacks slung on their backs, a boy is 
coming with a pushcart behind them, his ears are freezing, 
it’s 18 degrees below freezing. Breslau and its Schweid- 
nitzer Strasse, Kaiser-Wilhelm Strasse, Kurfiirsten- 
strasse. 

Franz groans: Then I might as well be dead, it’s un- 
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bearable, it would be best if somebody came along and 
killed me, I didn’t do all this, I didn’t know anything 
about it, he whimpers, stammers, he can’t talk. The guard 
guesses that he wants something. He asks him. The 
guard gives Franz a sip of warm red wine; the other two 
patients in the room insist on his warming up the red 
wine. 

Ida keeps crumpling up, don’t crumple up, Ida, wasn’t 
I in Tegel for it, I got mine, didn’t I? Now she stops 
crumpling up and she sits down; she hangs her head, 
grows smaller and darker. There she lies—in the cofhn, 
and does not—move. 

Groaning, Franz is groaning. His eyes. The guard sits 
beside him and holds his hand. Take that away, some- 
body move the cofhin away, I can’t get up, no, I can’t! 

He moves his hand. But the coffin does not move. He 
can’t reach it, and Franz weeps despairingly, staring 
dully and despairingly at it. Through his tears and his 
despair the coffin vanishes. Franz, however, continues 
weeping. 

But, ladies and gentlemen, you who are reading all 
this, I ask you, why is Franz Biberkopf weeping? He 
weeps because he suffers, and about his suffering and 
himself as well. Because he had done all this, because he 
was like this, that’s why Franz Biberkopf is weeping. 
Now Franz Biberkopf is weeping about himself. 


It is high noon, and the meals are being served in the 
house. The kitchen-wagon is moving about downstairs, 
then back to the main building, the kitchen attendants 
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and two patients less seriously ill push it from the annex. 

And now at noon, Mieze comes to Franz. Her face is 
very quiet, calm and gentle. She is in her street-dress 
with a tight-fitting hat that hides her ears and covers her 
forehead. She looks very quietly and tenderly at Franz, 
the way she did when he used to meet her in the street 
or in the saloon. He asks her to come nearer and she 
comes nearer. He asks her to give him her hands. She 
puts both her hands into one of his. She is wearing a 
pair of kid gloves. Take those gloves off. She takes them 
off and gives him her hands. Come here, Mieze, don’t 
be such a stranger, and give me a kiss. Calmly she comes 
up close to him, looks tenderly at him, so tenderly, and 
kisses him. Stay here, he says, I need you, you must help 
me. “I can’t, Franzeken. I’m a dead one, dontcha know 
that?” Please stay. “I’d like to, but I can’t.” She kisses 
him again. “Y’know all about Freienwalde, don’tcha, 
Franz? And you aren’t angry with me, are ye?” 

She’s gone. Franz writhes and tears his eyes open. 
But he can’t see her now. What have I done? Why haven’t 
I got her any more? Why did I show her to Reinhold, 
if only I hadn’t started going around with that fellow! 
What have I done! Andnow... 

A stammering sound comes from his terribly tortured 
face. She must, she must come back again. The guard who 
understands only the word “again” pours some more 
wine into his parched and gaping mouth. Franz has to 
drink, what else can he do? 

The dough lies in the heat, it rises, the yeast thrusts 
it up, bubbles form, the bread rises, 1t browns. 
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The voice of Death, the voice of Death, the voice of 
Death: 

What is the use of all your strength, what is the use 
of all this being respectable. Oh, yes, oh, yes, look upon 
it. Know and repent. 

All that Franz possesses now surrenders. He keeps 
nothing back. 


Now we must depict what Pain is 


Now we must depict what pain and suffering are. How 
pain burns and ravages. For it is pain that now surges up. 
Many have described pain in their poems. And every day 
the cemeteries witness pain. 

Now we must describe what pain does to Franz Biber- 
kopf. Franz does not resist, he surrenders and gives him- 
self up as pain’s victim. He lies down in the blazing flame 
in order that he may be slain, destroyed, and burnt to 
ashes. Now let us acclaim what suffering makes of Franz 
Biberkopf. Let us set forth the annihilation achieved by 
pain. A breaking asunder, a lopping off, an overthrow, a 
dissolution. That is what pain achieves. 

To everything its season. A time to strangle and a time 
to heal, to cast down and to build, to weep and to laugh, 
to wail and to dance, to seek and to lose, to rend and to 
sew. Now is the time to strangle, to wail, to seek and to 
rend. 

Franz wrestles, awaiting Death, merciful Death. 

Now, he thinks, Death, the Merciful, the All-Ending 
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One, is coming near. He trembles, as towards evening 
he lifts himself up again to receive him. 

They who cast him down at noon come now for the 
second time. Franz says: So be it, it is I. Away with you 
goes Franz Biberkopf, take me away with you. 

With a deep shudder, he greets the specter of that 
wretch Liiders. Evil Reinhold sloshes up to him. With a 
deep shudder he encounters Ida’s voice, Mieze’s face, it 
is she, everything is fulfilled. Franz weeps and weeps. 
I’m guilty, Pm not a human being, I’m just a beast, a 
monster. 

Thus died, in that evening hour, Franz Biberkopf, 
erstwhile transport-worker, burglar, pimp, murderer. 
Another man lay in the bed, and that other one has the 
same papers as Franz, he looks like Franz, but in an- 
other world, he bears a new name. 

This then has been the fall of Franz Biberkopf which 
I have tried to describe, beginning with Franz’s discharge 
from Tegel Prison up to his end in the Buch Insane 
Asylum during the winter of 1928-1929. 

Now I will append a report about the first hours and 
days of a new man, having the same identity papers as he. 
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Exit the Evil Harlot, Triumph of the Great Cele- 
brant, the Drummer and Wielder of the Hatchet 


Dirty snow covers the fields of the bleak landscape be- 
fore the red walls of the institution. There is a beating of 
drums and again a beating of drums. The whore of Baby- 
lon has lost. Death is the victor and he drums her 
away. 

The harlot hisses and fusses, drools and screams: 
“What about him, what can you get out of this fellow, 
Franz Biberkopf? Preserve him in alcohol, if you want, 
this funny man of yours!” 

Death beats a tattoo on his drum: “I cannot see what 
you have in your cup, you hyena. This man Franz Biber- 
kopf is here. I have beaten him to a pulp. But since he 
is strong and good, he may now start a new life. So get 
out of my way, our argument is ended.” 

But she becomes mulish and keeps on drooling. Now 
Death makes a move, gets in motion, his huge gray cloak 
flutters; scenes and landscapes become visible, they are 
swimming around him, winding themselves about his 
feet and upwards towards his breast. And screams and 
shots and clamor and triumph and rejoicing resound 
about him. Triumph and rejoicing. The beast whereon 
the woman rides shies and kicks. 

The river, the Beresina, marching legions. 

The legions march along the Beresina, icy cold, an icy 
wind. They have crossed from France and the great 
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Napoleon leads them. Roaring wind, flurries of snow, 
bullets whine. They fight on the ice, they charge and 
fall. And always that cry: Long live the Emperor! Long 
live the Emperor! The sacrifice, the sacrifice—and that 
is Death! 

Rolling of railroads, thunder of guns, bursting hand- 
grenades, curtain-fire, Chemin des Dames, Langemarck, 
Dear Fatherland be comfort thine, be comfort thine! 
Shattered dug-outs, fallen soldiers. Death folds his cloak 
singing: Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes. 

Marching, marching. We march to war, with iron 
tread, a hundred minstrels march ahead. Red of morn- 
ing, red of night, shines on us death’s early light. One 
hundred minstrels beat the drum, drumm, brumm, 
drumm, if we can’t walk straight, we'll walk crooked, by 
gum, drumm, brumm, drumm. 

Death folds his cloak and sings: Oh yes, oh yes, oh 

es. 
j An oven burns, an oven burns, before an oven stands 
a mother with seven sons and the groaning of a people is 
behind them. They shall deny the God of their people. 
Quietly radiant there they stand. Will you deny and 
submit? The first says No and suffers tortures, the second 
says No and suffers tortures, the third says No and suffers 
tortures, the fourth says No and suffers tortures, the 
fifth says No and suffers tortures, the sixth says No and 
suffers tortures, the seventh says No and suffers tortures. 
The mother stands there cheering her sons. Finally, she, 
too, says No and suffers tortures. Death folds his cloak 
and sings: Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes. 
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The woman with the seven heads tugs at the beast, but 
the beast cannot rise. 

Marching, marching, we ride to war, a hundred min- 
strels march before, with fife and drum, drumm, brumm, 
for one the road goes straight, for the other it goes to 
the side, one stands fast, another’s killed, one rushes past, 
the other’s voice is stilled, drumm, brumm, drumm. 

Cries and rejoicings. On they march, by sixes, by twos, 
and by threes, the French Revolution marches on, 
the Russian Revolution marches on, the Peasants’ Wars 
march on, the Anabaptists, all march behind Death, and 
they rejoice behind him, onward to freedom, to freedom 
they go, the old world must fall, awake, O morning 
breeze, drumm, brumm, drumm, brumm, by sixes, by 
twos, by threes, brothers towards the sun and freedom, 
brothers towards the light, from the darkness of past 
ages gleams our future bright, get in step, to the left, to 
the right, to the left, to the right, drumm, brumm, 
drumm. 

Death folds his cloak and laughs and beams and sings: 
Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes. 

Now Babylon, the Great, can at last pull her beast up 
onto its legs, it starts trotting, races across the fields, sinks 
down in the snow. She turns around, howls at the gleam- 
ing figure of Death. At her outcry, the beast falls on its 
knees and the woman sways over the neck of the beast. 
Death draws his cloak around him. He sings and beams: 
Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes. The field murmurs: Oh yes, 
oh yes, oh yes. 
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The first Steps are the Hardest 


In Bucu the detectives and doctors question at great 
length the death-pale invalid who once was Franz Biber- 
kopf, as soon as he has begun to talk and look around; 
the detectives, in order to find out what he’s been up to, 
the doctors for their diagnosis. The detectives inform 
him that a man named Reinhold who played a part in 
his life, his former life, is in the nets of the police. They 
talk about Brandenburg, and ask him if he knows a cer- 
tain Moroskiewicz, and where he is to be found. He has 
them repeat this several times and keeps very quiet. Now 
they have left him in peace for a whole day. There is a 
mower, Death yclept. When he ’gins his scythe to whet, 
sharper it grows and sharper yet. Look out, little blue 
flower! - 

Next day he made his statement to the Chief of De- 
tectives: he had had nothing to do with that old Freien- 
walde case. If this man Reinhold says the contrary, then 
_ —he is mistaken. This pale man, this wreck of a man, is 
then asked to produce an alibi. It takes days before this 
is possible. Everything in the man struggles against walk- 
ing back along that road. It seems a closed thoroughfare. 
Groaning, he utters a few dates. Groaning, he begs them 
to let him be. He looks anxiously ahead of him, like a 
dog. The old Biberkopf is gone, the new Biberkopf 1s 
still sleeping. He does not utter a single incriminating 
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word against Reinhold. We all lie under the same ax. 
We all lie under the same ax. 

His statements are confirmed, they agree with the 
statement made by Mieze’s gentleman-friend and the 
latter’s nephew. The doctors get a clearer view of the 
case. The diagnosis of catatonia moves into the back- 
ground. It was a psychic trauma, involving a sort of 
twilight coma, his family history is not untarnished, he’s 
been on good terms with old John Barleycorn, that’s 
obvious. When all’s said and done, this fight about his 
diagnosis is the bunk, the fellow certainly was not a 
malingerer, he had a bat in his belfry, and it was some 
bat, and that’s all there’s to it. All right now, that’s that. 
As for the shooting affray in the Alexander Quelle, he | 
is punishable under Paragraph 51. Wonder if we'll get 
him back here again. 

This wobbly fellow, whom we’ll call Biberkopf after 
the dead man, is unaware, as he moves about this house 
in the capacity of kitchen help, and no questions asked, 
that a lot of things are still going on behind his back. 
The detectives are still nibbling at him, what happened 
to his arm, where did he lose it, where did he receive 
medical treatment? They make inquiries at the Magde- 
burg Hospital, but that’s old stuff, still, the bulls are 
interested in old stuff, even what happened as far back 
as twenty years ago. As it is, they don’t get anything out 
of him, aren’t we near the happy end, Herbert’s a pimp, 
too, the boys?ve all got fine girls, they saddle them with 
everything and pretend they get their money from them. 
None of the bulls, of course, believes that, it’s quite pos- 
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sible they get money from the girls here and there, but 
in the meantime they work independently as well. About 
this subject, however, the boys keep mum. 

This thunderstorm also passes over our man, albeit 
this time he might be let off. This time, sonnie, you got 
a return ticket. 


Then comes the day when he is discharged. The police 
leave him no doubt about it, they’ll keep an eye on him 
outside as well. They fetch all of old Franz’s belongings 
from the store-room, and he gets everything back; he 
puts his things on again, there’s still some blood on his 
coat, that’s where a cop hit him over the head with the 
club, I don’t want that false arm, you can keep the wig 
too, if you want, might need it, when you're giving 
theatricals, we always give theatricals in this place, but 
we don’t wear any wigs, well, here’s your discharge 
paper, good-bye, Chief, look us up one of these days, 
when the weather’s nice out here in Buch, we’ll do that 
all right, you bet, and thanks a lot, I’ll open the gate 
for you. 

Well, well, that’s behind us, too. 


Dear Fatherland, be Comfort thine, I'll watch, 
and use these Eyes o’ Mine 


For the second time Biberkopf now leaves a house in 
which he had been held prisoner, we are at the end of 
our long road and have just one more little step to take 
with Franz. 
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The first house he left was Tegel Prison. Frightened, 
he had stood beside the red wall, and, as he went away 
and No. 41 came along and took him to Berlin, the houses 
did not stand still and the roofs were about to fall upon 
Franz; he had to walk a long time and sit down until 
everything was quiet around him, and he grew strong 
enough to remain there and start all over again. 

Now he has no strength. He can no longer see the de- 
tention ward. But, lo and behold, as he gets out at Stettin 
Station, at the suburban section, and the great Baltikum 
Hotel greets his eyes, nothing moves—nothing at all. 
The houses keep still, the roofs lie quiet, he can move se- 
curely below them, he need not creep into any dark 
courtyards. Yes, this man—let’s call him Franz Karl 
Biberkopf, to make a difference between him and the 
former one, Franz got that second name, at his christen- 
ing, after his grandfather, his mother’s father—this man 
now walks slowly up Invalidenstrasse past Ackerstrasse, 
towards Brunnenstrasse, past the yellow Market Hall, 
and looks quietly at the stores and houses, what a lot of 
people there are dashing around, I haven’t seen it for a 
long time and now here I am back again. Biberkopf had 
been away a long time. Now Biberkopf is back again: 
your Biberkopf is back again. 

Then let them come, let them come, the wide plains, 
the red-tiled houses, in which light is gleaming. Then let 
them come: the shivering travelers with bags slung on 
their backs. It is a re-encounter, more than a re-encounter. 

He sits in a café on Brunnenstrasse and picks up a pa- 
per. Wonder if my name’s in here, or Mieze’s, or Her- 
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bert’s, or Reinhold’s. Nothing. Nothing. Where shall I 
go? Where’ll I go? Eva, I must see Eva. 

She is not living with Herbert any more. The landlady 
opens the door: Herbert’s got nabbed, the bulls went 
through all his things, he did not come back, his stuff is 
still up there on the floor, how about selling it, Pll find 
out. Franz Karl meets Eva in the West End, in her 
gentleman-friend’s apartment. She takes him in. She is 
glad to welcome Franz Karl Biberkopf. 

“Yes, Herbert got nabbed, they sent him up for two 
years, I do what I can for him, they asked a lot of ques- 
tions about you, first in Tegel, and what are you doin’, 
Franz?” “Im all right, ’m out of Buch, they gave me 
my hunting-permit.” “I saw it in the paper the other 
day.” “Funny, how they always have to write up things. 
But I’m weak, Eva. You know what the food is like in a 
place like that.” 

Eva notices the expression in his eyes, a dark, silent, 
searching expression, she’s never seen that in Franz be- 
fore. She doesn’t talk about herself; as a matter of fact, 
something’s happened to her, too, something that con- 
cerns him, but he is very lame, she gets him a room, she 
helps him, he mustn’t do anything. He himself says it 
as he sits in the room and she is about to go: “Nope, I 
can’t do nothin’ now.” 


And then what does he do? He starts little by little 
to go about the streets, he walks around Berlin. 
Berlin: 52° 31’ North Latitude, 13° 25’ East Longi- 
tude, 20 main-line stations, 121 suburban lines, 27 belt 
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lines, 14 city lines, 7 shunting stations, street-car, ele- 
vated railroad, autobus service. There’s only one Kaiser 
Town, there’s only one Vienna. A Woman’s Desire in 
three words, three words comprise all a woman’s desire. 
Imagine it, a New York firm advertises a new cosmetic 
which gives a yellowish retina that fresh bluish tint only 
possessed by youth. The most beautiful pupil, from deep 
blue to velvet-brown, can be got from our tubes. Why 
spend so much on having your furs cleaned? 

He walks around the town. There are many things to 
make a man well, if only his heart keeps well. 

First the Alex. It’s still there. There is nothing to be 
seen there. It was terribly cold all winter, so they did 
not work and left everything lying around, just as it was, 
the big steam-shovel is now standing on the Georgen- 
kirchplatz, they are dredging sand and dirt from Hahn’s 
Department Store, they’ve put in a whole lot of rails 
there, maybe they are going to build a railway station. A 
lot of other things are happening on the Alex, but the 
main thing is: it’s still there. The people keep crossing 
the square, the slush is something awful, the Berlin mu- 
nicipality is so noble and humane that it lets all the snow 
dissolve quietly, peu 4 peu, of its own accord, into mud, 
nobody’s supposed to touch it. When automobiles go by, 
you'd better jump into the nearest house, or else you'll 
get a load of garbage, free of charge, all over your top- 
hat, and you'll risk a suit for appropriating public prop- 
erty. Our old “Mokka Fix” is closed. At the corner there 
is a new joint called “Mexico,” a world sensation: the 


chef stands beside his grill in the window, Indian Block- 
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house. They are putting a fence around the Alexander 
Barracks, wonder what’s doing there, they are tearing 
down some stores. And the street-cars are chock-full of 
people, all of them have something to do, the tickets still 
cost 20 pfennigs, a fifth of a mark in cash: or if you prefer, 
you can pay 30 pfennigs, or buy yourself a Ford. The 
elevated also goes by, no firsts or seconds, third-class only, 
everybody’s sitting on comfortable plush-seats, unless 
they happen to be standing up, which is also possible. 
Getting off while the train is in motion is prohibited and 
liable to fines up to 150 marks, but who would dare do 
that, we’d simply risk an electric shock. Everybody ad- 
mires the shoe that’s brightly polished with “Egu.” Pas- 
sengers are requested to get on and off quickly, during 
the rush-hour kindly move towards the center-aisle. 

All these are nice things that can help a man get on 
his feet, even if he is a bit weak, provided his heart is in 
good condition. Don’t stand near the door. Well, Franz 
Karl Biberkopf is healthy all right, wish everybody was 
as solid as he is! It wouldn’t be worth while telling such 
a long story about a man if he were not solid on his legs, 
now would it? And one day, when an itinerant book- 
seller was standing in the street, during a terribly rainy 
spell, cussing about his poor receipts, Casar Flaischlen 
stepped up to the book-cart. He quietly listened to the 
man’s cussing, and then, tapping him on his wet shoul- 
der, said: “Stop that cussing, keep sunshine in your 
heart!” Thus he consoled him and disappeared. This 
was the starting-point for the famous sun-poem. It was 
just such a sun, but different, of course, that Biberkopf 
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had in his heart: and he also poured a little flask of booze 
and a lot of malt-extract into his soups. Thus slowly he 
gets in shape again. May I, therefore, take the liberty of 
offering you a share in my excellent barrel of Trabener 
Wiirzgarten, 1925, at the special price of 90 marks for 
50 bottles, packing included, F. O. B., or 1.60 marks per 
bottle, not counting the bottles and boxing which I take 
back at the agreed price? Dijodyl for arteriosclerosis. 
Biberkopf has not got arteriosclerosis, he only feels weak, 
he certainly had a tremendous fast in Buch, nearly starved 
to death, a man needs time to fill himself out again. 
That’s why he doesn’t need to see the magneto-pathol- 
ogist, where Eva wants to send him, because he helped 
her once. 


A week later, when Eva goes with him to Mieze’s 
grave, she finds cause for surprise right away and she 
notices how much better he is. No tears are shed, he just 
puts a handful of tulips on the grave, strokes the cross, 
and immediately after takes Eva’s arm and off they go. 

He sits with her in the pastry shop across the way, eat- . 
ing a honey-cake in honor of Mieze, you see she never 
could get enough of it, it really tastes good, but nothing 
to write home about, at that. So now we have been to see 
our little Mieze, a man shouldn’t go to cemeteries too 
much, might catch a cold, maybe next year again, on her 
birthday. You see, Eva, I don’t have to run out here to 
see Mieze, you can take my word for it, she’s always 
there for me, cemetery or no cemetery, and then Rein- 
hold, well, I won’t forget him so easy, either. And even 
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if my arm should grow again, I wouldn’t forget him. 
There are so many things in this world, a fellow would 
have to be a big boob, and not a human being, to forget 
’em. And so Biberkopf talks with Eva, while eating 
honey-cake. 

Eva once wanted to be his mistress, but now she’s 
quite given up the idea. This business with Mieze, and 
then the Insane Asylum, that was too much for her, how- 
ever much she still likes him. The baby she had expected 
by him didn’t come either, she had a miscarriage. It 
would have been so lovely, but it was not to be, but it’s 
the best thing in the long run, especially since Herbert 
isn’t there, and her gentleman-friend prefers, by a long 
shot, that she shouldn’t have a kid, as in the end, the 
good man had found out that the baby might very likely 
be by somebody else, you can’t blame him for that. 

They sit quietly together, thinking backwards and for- 
wards, eating honey-cake and devil-cake with whipped 
cream. 


Forward March and get in Step and Right and Left 
and Right and Left 


WE SEE our man once more at the trial of Reinhold and 
Matter the tinner, alias Oskar Fischer, charged with 
murder and complicity, respectively, in the affair of 
Emilie Parsunke, of Bernau, on the date of September 
I, 1928, in Freienwalde near Berlin. Biberkopf is not a 
defendant. This one-armed man excites general interest, 
quite a sensation, in fact, the murder of his sweetheart, 
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love-life in the underworld, he was mentally unbalanced 
after her death and suspected of being an accomplice, a 
tragic destiny. 

During the trial, the one-armed man who, as the ex- 
perts state, has now recovered and can be questioned, 
gives the following testimony: Deceased (he calls her 
Mieze), did not have an affair with Reinhold. Reinhold 
and he were good pals, but Reinhold had a terrible, ab- 
normal craving for women, that’s how it came about. 
Whether Reinhold has predispositions to sadism, he 
doesn’t know. He suspects that Mieze resisted Reinhold 
in Freienwalde, so he did it ina fit of rage. Do you know 
anything about his youth? No, I didn’t know him then. 
Has he not told you anything? Did he drink? Yes, Pll 
tell you how it was: In the old days he did not drink, but 
finally he did start drinking, how much I can’t say, but 
formerly he could only stand a sip of beer, always drank 
mineral water and coffee. 

That’s all they can get out of Biberkopf about Rein- 
hold. Nothing about his arm, nothing about their quar- 
rel, their fight, I shouldn’t have done it, I shouldn’t have 
taken up with him. Eva and some members of the Pums 
gang are sitting in the court-room. Reinhold and Biber- 
kopf stare fixedly at each other. The one-armed man has 
no pity for the man in the prisoner’s box between the two 
policemen, who is getting his neck in a sling, he has only 
a curious devotion for him. I once had a faithful com- 
rade, never a better one could there be. I must look at 
him, keep on looking at him, nothing seems more im- 
portant than to look at you. The world is made of sugar 
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and dirt. I can look at you quietly, without batting an eye. 
I know who you are. I now find you here, m’boy, in the 
prisoner’s box, outside I’ll meet you a thousand times 
more, but my heart will not turn to stone on account of 
that. 

Reinhold has planned, if anything should go wrong 
at the trial, to expose the whole Pums gang, he’ll get them 
all into trouble if they make him mad, he is keeping that 
up his sleeve, especially in case Biberkopf starts shooting 
off his mouth before the judge, that dirty son of a bitch, 
it’s on his account I’m in this hole. But then the Pums 
crowd are all sitting in the court-room, that’s Eva over 
there, that’s a coupla detectives, we know those bulls. 
Then he gets calmer, hesitates, thinks things over. A man 
is dependent on his friends, I'll get out some time, and 
I may need ’em inside, too, I won’t make things so easy 
for the bulls, and then, strange to say, Biberkopf is act- 
ing white. They tell me he’s been doin’ time in Buch. 
Funny, how that boob has changed, queer look he’s got, 
as if he couldn’t turn his eyes around, they musta gone 
rusty on him out in Buch, and how slow he talks. He 
probably still has a screw loose somewhere. But Biber- 
kopf knows that, although Reinhold does not testify, he 
owes him no gratitude for it. 

Ten years’ prison for Reinhold, murder while tem- 
porarily insane, alcoholism, impulsive disposition, un- 
protected youth. Reinhold accepts the sentence. 

Somebody in the court-room screams, when the sen- 
tence is pronounced, and sobs aloud. It is Eva, the thought 
of Mieze has overpowered her. Biberkopf, hearing her, 
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turns around in the witness box and then he, too, sinks 
heavily into himself, and holds his hand in front of his 
forehead. There is a mower, Death yclept, ?m yourn, 
she came to you so lovable, protected you, and you, oh 
Shame, cry Shame! 

Immediately after the trial Biberkopf is offered a job 
as assistant door-man in a medium-sized factory. He ac- 
cepts. I have nothing further to report about his life. 

We have come to the end of our story. It has proven 
a long one, but it had to unfold itself, on and on, till it 
reached its climax, that culminating point which at last 
illuminates the whole thing. 

We have walked along a dark road, at first there was 
no street-lamp burning, we only knew it was the right 
road, but gradually it grew bright and brighter, till at 
last we reached the light and under its rays were able to 
make out the name of the street. It was a process of 
revelation of a special kind. Franz Biberkopf did not walk 
along the streets the way we do. He rushed blindly 
through this dark street, knocking against trees, and, the 
more he ran, the more he knocked against trees. Now 
it was dark, and, as he knocked against the trees, he shut 
his eyes in terror. And the more he knocked against 
them, the greater became his terror, when he shut his 
eyes tightly. His head all bunged up, almost at his wits’ 
end, at last he reached his goal. As he fell down, he 
opened his eyes. Then the street-lamp shone bright above 
him, and he was able to read the sign. 

Now at last he is assistant door-man in a medium- 
sized factory. He is no longer alone on Alexanderplatz. 
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There are people to the right, and people to the left of 
him, some walk in front of him, others behind him. 

Much unhappiness comes from walking alone. When 

‘there are several, it’s somewhat different. I must get the 

habit of listening to others, for what the others say con- 
cerns me, too. Then I learn who I am, and what I can 
undertake. Everywhere about me my battle is being 
fought, and I must beware, before I know I’m in the 
thick of it. 

He is assistant door-man in a factory. What is fate 
anyway? One is stronger than I. If there are two of us, 
it grows harder to be stronger than I. If there are ten 
of us, it’s harder still. And if there are a thousand of us 
and a million, then it’s very hard, indeed. 

But it is also nicer and better to be with others. Then I 
feel and I know everything twice as well. A ship cannot 
lie in safety without a big anchor, and a man cannot exist 
without many other men. The true and the false I will 
know better now. Once I got myself into trouble for a 
single word and had to pay bitterly for it, this shan’t 
happen to Biberkopf again. The words come rolling up 
to us, we must be careful not to get run over; if we don’t 
watch out for the autobus, itll make apple-sauce out of 
us. Pll never again stake my word on anything in the 
world. Dear Fatherland, be comfort thine, Ill watch, 
and use these eyes o’ mine. 

Often they march past his window with flags and 
music and singing. Biberkopf watches coolly from his 
door, he’lI not join the parade any more. Shut your trap, 
in step, old cuss, march along with the rest of us. But if 
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I march along, I shall have to pay for it later on with 
my head, pay for the schemes of others. That’s why I 
first figure out everything, and only if everything’s quite 
O. K., and suits me, I’ll take action. Reason is the gift of 
man, jackasses replace it with a clan. 

Biberkopf is working as assistant door-man, takes num- 
bers, checks cars, sees who comes in and goes out. 

Keep awake, keep awake, for there is something hap- 
pening in the world. The world is not made of sugar. If 
they drop gas-bombs, [ll have to choke to death; no- 
body knows why they are dropped, but that’s neither 
here nor there, we had the time to prepare for it. 

If war comes along and they conscript me, and I don’t 
know why, and the war’s started without me, well, then 
it’s my fault, it serves me right. Keep awake ’mid the 
strife, we’re not alone in life. Let it hail and storm, there’s 
no way of guarding against it, but we can defend our- 
selves against many other things. So I will not go on 
shouting as once I did: Fate, Fate! It’s no use revering 
it merely as Fate, we must look at it, grasp it, down it, 
and not hesitate. ; 

Keep awake, eyes front, attention, a thousand belong 
together, and he who won’t watch out, is fit to flay and 
flout. 

The drums roll behind him. Marching, marching. We 
tramp to war with iron tread, a hundred minstrels march 
ahead, red of night and red of day, deathward leads the 
way. 

Biberkopf is a humble workman. We know what we 
know, the price we paid was not low. 

634 


oh 


The way leads to freedom, to freedom it goes. 
The old world must crumble. Awake, wind of 
dawn! 

And get in step, and right and left and right 
and left, marching: marching on, we tramp to 
war, a hundred minstrels march before, with fife 
and drum, drrum, brrum, for one the road goes 
Straight, for another it goes to the side, one 
stands fast, another’s killed, one rushes past, 
another’s voice is stilled, drrum, brrumm, 
drrumm! 


THE END 
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